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PREFACE. 



Of the history of Kalidasa, to whom by gene- 
ral assent the KumA&a. SahbhayAi or Birth of 
' THE WAB-*Gk)D, is attributed, we know but little 
with any certaiaty i we can only gather ixom a 
memorial-yerse whioh enumerates their nainesy 
that he was one of the * Nine Precious Stones * 
that shone at the Court of Y iXBAHADiTrA« King 
of OuJBiN, in the half-century immediately pre- 
ceding the Christian era. As the examination of 
arguments for and against the correetness of this 
date is not likely to interest general readers, I 

must request them to rest satisfied with the belief 

that about the time when Vibgil and Horace 
were shedding an undying lustre upon the reign 
of AuousTUS* our poet KaubJIsa lived, loved, 
and sang, giving and taking honour, at the 
polished court of the no less munifioent patron 
of Sanskrit literature, at the period of its highest 
perfection. 

little as we know of Indian poetry, here and 

a 



vi PREFACE. 

there an English reader may be found, who is not 
entirely unacquainted with the name or works of 
the author of the beautiAil dramas of Sakontala 
and The Hebo and the IS tmph, the former of 
which has long enjoyed an European celebrity in 
the translation of Siii William Jones, and the 
latter is one of the most charming of Pbofessob 
Wilson's spedmens of the Hindti Theatre ; here 
and there even in England may be found a lover 
of the graceful, tender, picturesque, and fandful, 
who knows something, and would gladly know 
more, of the sweet poet of the Cloujo Mbssengeb, 
and The Seasons; whilst in Germany, he has 
been deeply studied in the original, and enthusi- 
astically admired in translation, — not the Orien- 
talist merely, but the poet, the critic, the natural 
philosopher, — a CtOeihe, a ScHLEGEii, a Hum- 
BOUXF, having agreed, on account of his tender* 
ness of feehng and his rich creatiye imagination^ 
to set KaIiIdAsa very high among the glorious 
company of the Sons of Song.* 
That the Poem which is now for the first time 



♦ Goethe says : 

WiDst du die Bliithe des fruhen, die Fruchte des spiitercn Jalires, 
"Willst (ill was reizt und entziickt, wiUst du was suttigt und uahrt^ 

Willst du deii Ilimmel, die Erde, mit einem Namen iMjgreifeu ; 
Nenn* ich Sakontala, Dich, und so ist Alles gemgi. 

See also Schlegel's Dramatic Literature, Lect. ii., aiid Humboldt's 

Kosmos, Vol. II. p. 40, and note. 



Digitized by Google 



FSBFACB* 



offered to the general reader, in an English dress, 

will not diminish this reputation is the transla- 
tor's earnest hope, yet my admiratioiiof the grace 
and beauty that pervade so much of the work must 
not aUow me to deny that occaskmaUy, even in 
the noble Sandcrit, if we judge him by an Euro- 
pean standard, Kaudasa is bald and prosaic. 
Nor is this a defenee of the Translator at the 
expense of the root— fully am I conscious how far 
I auL £com being able adequately to reproduce the 
fisoiGiful creation of the sweet singer of OrjsiN ; 
that numerous beauties of thought and expressiou 
I may have past by, mistaken, marred; that in 

many of the more elaborate d('scrii)tions5 my own 
versification is ' harsh as the jarring of a tuneless 
chord ' compared with the melody of SIAlidAsa's 
rhythm, to rival whose sweetness and purity of 
language, so admirably adapted to the soft repose 

and celestial, rosy hue of his pictures, would have 
tried all the fertility of resource, the artistic skill, 
and the exquisite ear of the anther of Lalla 
B^ooKH himself. I do not think this Poem de- 
senres, and I am sure it will not obtain, that ad- 
miration which the Author's masterpieces already 
mad^ known at once commanded ; at all events, 
if the work itself is not inferior, it has not enjoyed 
the good fortune of having a Jones or Wilson 
for Translator. 
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It may be as well to inform the reader, before 
he wonder at the mis-uomer, that the Bibth of 
THE Wab^God was either left unfinished by its 
author, or time has robbed us of the conclusion ; 
fhe latter is the more probable supposition^ tradi* 
tion informing us that the poem originally con- 
sisted of twenty-two cantos, of which only seven 
now remain. 

I have derived great assistance in the work of 
translation from the Calcutta printed edition of the 
poem in the Library of the East-India House ; but 
although the Sanskrit commentaries accompany- 
ing the text are sometimes of the greatest use 
in unravelling the author's meaning, they can 
scarcely claim infallibility; and, not unfre- 
quently, are so matter-of-fact and prosaic, that 
I have not scrupled to think, or rather to feel, 
for myself. It is, however, Fbofessok Stenz- 
IiEr's edition, pubKshed under the auspices of 
the Oriental Translation Fund (a society that 
has liberally encouraged my own undertaking), 
that I have chieliy used ; valuable as this work 
is (and I will not disown my great obligations to 
it), it is much to be regretted that the extracts 
from the native conmientators are so scanty, and 
the annotations so few and brief. 

And now, one word as to the manner in which 
I have endeavoured to perform my task : — though 
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there is muchi I think, that might be struck out, 
to the advantage of the poem, this I have in no 
instance ventured to do, my aim having been to 
giye the English reader as faithful a cast of the 
original as my own power and the natuie of 
things would permiti and, without attempting to 
give word for word or line for line, to produce 
upon the imagination impressions similar to those 
which one who studies the work in Sanskrit 
would experience. 

I will not seek to anticipate the critics, nor to 
deprecate their animadversions, by pointing out 
the beauties of the Poet, or particularizing the 
defects of him and his Translator; that the former 
will be appreciated, and the latter kindly dealt 
with, late experience makes me confident; so that 
now, in the words of the Manager in the Prelude 
to the Hebo and tke Nymph, " I have only to 
request the audience that they will listen to this 
work of KAlidAsa with attention and kindness, 
in. consideration of its subject and respect for the 
Author/' 

ADDSttUT Lna^T, 

Marlhorottgh College, April, 1853. 
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PBOVUKCTATIOV. 



As a general rule, the Sanskrit vowels arc to be sounded like those 
of the Italian alphabet, except the short or unaccented ct, which has 
the sound of ihat letter in the word America : '^pandii^** a learned 
man, being pronounced pundit, 

d, long or accented ... like a in father » 

e like e in th^. 

if short or unaccented, like i in 2>ick. 

t, long or accented ... like i in fnque, 

0 like o in go. 

M, short or unaccented, like u in full, 
^ long or accented ... like u in rule. 

The diphthongs ai and ow are pronounced aeverally like f in rite 
and 4M( in our, 

'■• 

The consonants aie sounded as in English. In the aspurates^ 
however, the sonnd (tf A is kept distinct ; dh^ th, ph^ bh, &c. being 
pronounced as in red4Uf$f peni-house, up-hill^ abhor, &c. 6^ is always 
hard, whatever vowel iiollows. 

In HiMAit&TA the accent is on the second syllable. 
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€uia Jfirst. 



UMA'S NATIVITY. 

Fab in the north, HimXlata lifting hi^ 
His towefy summits till they cleaye the sky, 
Spans the wide land from ca.^L to western sea, 
Lord of the Hills, instinct with Deity. 
For him, whmi Pbithu ruled in days of old 
The rich Earth, teeming with her gems and gold, 
Tlie vassal Hills, and Mi ru drained her breast, 
And decked Himalaya, for they loved him best, 
While £arth, the mother, gave her store to £dl 
With herhs and spajrkling ores the royal HilL 

Frond Moantain-king ! his diadem of snow 
Dims not the beauty of his gems below ; 
For who can gase upon the Moon, and dare 
To mark one spot less brightly glorious theie ? — 
Who, mid a thousand yirtnes, dares to blame 
One shade of weakness in a hero's fame ? 

B 
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Oft, irk&i Uie gleamings of his momitaiB brass 

Flash through the clouds and tint them as they pass, 

Those glories mock the hues of clubing day, 

And Heaven's bright wantons hail their hour of play ; 

Try, ere the time, the magic of their glance. 

And deck their beauty for the twilight dance. 

Par spread tlic wilds where eager hunters roam, 
Tracking the lion to his dreary home ; 
For though the melting snow has washed away 
The crimson blood-drops of the wounded prey. 
Still the fair pearls that graced his forehead tell 
Where the strong elephant, o'ermastered, fell, — 
Cling to the lion's talons, and betray. 
Falling at evevy step, the mighty conqueror's way. 

Dear to the Sylphs are the cool shadows thrown 
By dark clouds wandering round the mountain s zone. 
Till the big rain-drops fright them from the plains 
To those high peaks where sunshine ever reigus. 
There birch-trees wave, that lend their fiiendly aid 
To tell the passion of the love- born maid, 
So quick to learn with metal tints to mark 
Her hopes and fears upon the tender bark. 

List ! breathing from each Himalaya leads 
The glorious hymn with all his whispering reeds. 
Till Hearenly Minstrels raise their voice in song 
And sweU his music as it floats along. 
Where the fierce elephant wounds the scented bough 
To ease the torment of his burning brow, 
The bleeding pines their odorous gum distil. 
And breathe rare fragrance o'er the sacred bill. 



Digitized by Google 



UMA's NAnVITT. 



There magic heibB that poor their Btnamiiig light 
From moflsy eaTemf through the d«rk8ome night, 

Lend a bright torch to guide the trembling maid 
Where waits her lover in the leafy shade. 
Yet hath he eayee within whose inmost eeUa 
In tranquil rest the mnrky DarkneSB dwelk, 
And, like the night-bird, spreads the brooding wing 
Safe in the shelter of the Mountain- king, 
Unsooroed, oninjnred— for the good and great 
Spnm not the soppEant for his lowly state. 

Why lingers yet the Heavenly Minstrel's bride 
On the wild path that skirts Himalaya's side 
Cold to her tender feet — oh, oold — the snow, 
Why are her steps — ^her homeward steps — so tiow ? 
' Tis that her slender itncleB scarce can bear 
The weight of beauty that impedes her there ; 
£ach xonnded limh, and all her peerless chaarms. 
That broad fall bosom, those Tolnptnoos aims. 

E eu the wild kine that roam his forests bring 
The royal symbols to the Mountain-king, — 
With tails outspread, their bushy streaming hair 
Fhishes like moonlight through the parted air ; 
What monarch's fan more glorious might there be, 
More meet to wave before such majesty ? 

There, when the Nymphs, within the caye's recess. 
In modest fear their gentie Hmbs undress. 
Deseeding clouds hang fondly round to shade 
The blushing beauties of each mountain maid. 

With pearly dew-drops Qanoa loads the gale. 
That waves the dark pines towering o'er the vale, 

B 2 
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THB BIRTH OF THE WAB^OOD. 



And breatlies in welcome i&eshness o'er the face 

Of wearied hunters when they quit the chase. 

Spread on the tranquil pool so sweetly sleep 
The Lotus-flowers apon HimIlata's steep, 
That the bright Setbn who star the Dorthern sky 
Cull each a blossom from their seats on hidi ; 
And when the Sun pours forth his morumg glow 
In streams of glory from his path below, 
They gain new beanty as his kisses break 
His darlings' slumber on the mountain lake. 

Well might that ancient Hill by merit claim 
The power and glory of a monarch's name — 
Nmse of pure herbs that grace each holy rite, 
Earth's mectest bearer of unyielding might ; 
The Lord of Life for this ordained hira king, 
And bade him share the sacred offering. 

Gladly obedient to the law divine, 
He chose a consort to prolong his line ; 
No child of earth, bom of the Sages' will. 
The fair nymph Meeta pleased the somn Hill ; 
To her he soed, nor was his prayer denied. 
The Saints' beloved was the Mountain's bride ; 
Crowned with all bliss and beauty were the pair, 
He passing glorious, she was heavenly fair ; 
Swiftly the seasons, winged with love, flew on, 
And made h&t mother of a noble son — 
The great Maixaka, who in triumph led 
His Serpent beauties to the bridal bed ; 
And once when Ifdba's might those pinions rent 
That bare the swift Hills through the firmament. 
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(So fierce his rage, no Mountain could withstand 
The wild bolt flaahing firom his red light hmd,) 
He fled to Ocean, powerfbl to save, 

And hid his glory 'neath tlit fnendij wave. 

A gentle daughter came at length to bless 
The lady mother with her loveliness — 
Bom once again, for in an earlier life 

High fame was hers, as Siva 's faithful wife ; 
But her proud sire had dared the God to soom. 
Then was her tender soul with angQiah tom» 
And jealous for the Lord she loved so well 
Her angered spirit left its mortal cell. 
Kow did the maid, a lovely blessing, spring 
From that pme lady and the Monntain*king. — 
When Industry and Virtae meet and kiss, 
Holy their union, and the fruit is bliss. 

Blest was that hour, and all the world was gay, 
When Mbna's daughter saw the light of day — 
A rosy ^ow filled all the l«ightening sky. 
An odorous breeze came sweeping softly by, 
Breatlicd round the hill a sweet unearthly strain, 
And the glad heavens ponied down their flow^ rain. 

That fair yonng maiden diademmed with light 
Made her dear mother's fame more sparkling bright. 
As the blue offspring of the Turquoise Hills 
The parent Mount with richer glory fills. 
When the Glond's voice has caused the gem to spring, 
Besponsive to its gentle thnndering. 

Then was it sweet, as days flew by, to trace 
The dawning charm of every infant grace. 
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Even as the orescent Moons their g^ovy pour 
More foil, more loyely than the eve before* 

As yet the maiden was unknown to iame, 
And Mountain-lady was her only name ; 
Bat when her moliier, filled with anzioas care 

At her stern penance, cried Forbear ! Forbear ! 
To a new title was the warning turned, 
And Uma was the name the maiden earned. 

Loyeliest was she of all his lovely raee» 
And dearest to her &ther ; — on her face 
Lookin<2; with love he ne'er could satisfy 
The thirsty glances of a parent's eye ; 
When spring-tide bids a thousand flowrets bloom 
Loading the breezes with their rich perfume, 
Though here and there the wandering bee may rest, 
He loves his own — ^his darling Mango — ^best. 
The Gods' bright liver bathes with gold the skies. 
And pnre sweet eloquence adorns the wise ; 
The flambeau's glory is the shining fire.— 
bhe was the pride, the glory of her sire, 
Shedding new lustre on bis old descent. 
His loveliest child, his richest omameni 

The sparkling Gav oa layed her heavenly home, 
And o'er her islets would the maiden roam 
Amid the dear companions of her play 
With ball and doll to while the honiB away. 

As swans in antomn in assembling bands 
Fly back to Ganga'^s well-remcrabered sands : 
As herbs beneath the darksome shades of night 
Collect again their scattered lays of light : 
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So dawned upon the iiiaiden's waking imud 
The far-off memory of her life resigned, 
And all her former kanung in ita train, 
Feelings, and thonghte, and knowledge came again. 

Now beauty's pnuie, that craved from art no aid, 
Eipened ike loveliness of that young maid — 
That scorns the wme-oup's help to fire the heart, 
The bow of Love without his floweiy dart ; 
There was a glory beaming from her fcice, 
With love's own light, and every youthful grace : 
Ne er pictured hlj more divinely £ur 
UndoBed her beanty to the morning air. 

Bright as a Lotus, springing where she trod. 
Her glomng feet shed radiance o'er the sod : 
That arching neck, the step, the glance aside, 
The pitrad swans taught her as they stemmed the tide, 
Whilst of the maiden they wonld fondly leaxn 
Her anclets' pkasant mu^ic in return. 

When the Almighty Maker lirst b^an 
The maryeUons bean^ of that child to plan. 
In full fidr symmetry each roimded limb 
Grew neatly fasViioned and approved by Him : 
The rest was fauitleds, for the Artist s care 
Formed each young charm most ezoellently fair, 
As if his moulding hand would fain express 
The visible type of perfect loveliness. 

What thing of beauty may the poet dare 
With the smooth wonder of those limbs compare ? 
The yonng tree springing by the brooklet's side— 
The rounded trunk, the forest-monaroh's pride ? 
0 no! — too cold, too chilling cold, the tree, — 
Thu^ too unyielding for such hvaliy. 
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Her hidden beauties though no tongue may tell, 
Tet Sita's loTe will aid the £»ney well ; 
No other maid could deem her boasted charms 
Worthy the clasp of such a husband's arms. 

Between the partings of fair Uma's vest 
Came hastj glimpses of a lovely breast : 
So closely there the kissing hillocks rose. 
Scarce could the Lotus in the vale repose ; 
And if her loosened zone e'er slipped below, 
All was so bright beneath the mantle's flow, 
So dazzling bright, as if the maid had braced 
A band of gem to sparkle round her waist ; 
While the dear dimples of her downy skin 
Seemed fitting couch for Love to revel in. 

Her arms were softer than the flowery dart, 
Yonng EXma's arrow, that snbdnes the heart ; 
For vain liis strife ^>'ith Siva, till at last 
He chose those chains to bind his conqueror fast. 

E'en the new Moon poured down a paler beam 
When her long fingers flashed their rosy gleam, 
And brighter than Asoka's rich leaves threw 
A glory round, like summer's evening hue. 

The strings of pearl across her bosom thrown 
Increased its beauty, and enhanced their own, — 
Her breast, her jewds Be«ning to agree, 
The adomer now, and now the adorned to be. 

When Beauty gazes on the fair full Moon, 
No Lotus charms her, for it blooms at noon : 
If on that flower she feed her raptured eye, 
No Moon is shining from the mid-day sky ; 
She looked on Uma's face, more heavenly fair, 
And found their glories both united there. 
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The loveliest flower that ever opencKl yet 
Laid in the hireei branch — ^a pearl that's set 
In richest coral — ^with her smile might Tie 
FlM>liing through lips bright with their rosy dye. 

And when she spoke — ^upon the maiden's tongue 
Distilling nectar, such rare accents hnng, 
The sweetest note that e'er the Eoil poured 
Seemed harsh and tuneless as a jarring chord. 

The melting glance of that soft liquid eye. 
Tremulous like hlies when the breezes sigh. 
Which learnt it first— fio winning and so mild — 
The genUe fmrn, or Meist a*s gentler child ? 

And ohj the arching of her brow ! so fine 
Was the rare beauty of its pencilled line — 
LoTB gazed upon her forehead in despair 
And spumed the how he once esteemed so fair : 
Her long bright tresses too mirrht shame the pride 
Of envious antelopes on the mountain-side. 

Sorely the Maker's care had been to coll 
From all that's loyely the most beantiful. 
As if the world's Creator would behold 
All beauty centred in a single mould. 

When holy Narad — Saint who rooms at will — 
First saw the daughter of the royal Hill, 

He hailed the bride whuui Siva's love should own 
Half of himself, and partner of liis throne ; 
HimIlata listened, and the father's pride 
Would yield the maiden for no otiier's hride ; 

To Fire alone of all bright things we raise 
The holy hymn, the sacrifice of praise ; 
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But still the Monarch durst not» could not bring 
HiB child, unsought^ to Kwesi's saptemeet King ; 
But as a good man feais hiB earnest prayer 

Should rise unheeded, and with thoughtful care 
Seeks for some irieud his ea^er suit to aid — 
Thus great Himalaya in his awe delayed. 

Since tlie buA moment when his gentle bride 
In the full glory of her beauty died. 
The moumftd Siya in the holy g^re 
Had dwelt in solitude, and known not love : 
High on that hill where musky hreezes thiow 
Their balmy odours o'er ettiiiial anow, 
Where Heavenly Minstrels pour their notes divine 
And rippling Ganga Uyes the mountain pine, 
Clad in a coat of skin all rudely wrought 
He lived for prayer and solitary thought ; 
The faithful band that served the Hermit's will 
Lay in the hollows of the rocky hill, 
Whm from tibe clefts the dark hitamen flowed ; 
Tinted with mineral dyes their bodies glowed, 
Their garb, rude mantles of the birch-tree's rind, 
With blight red garlands was their hair entwined ; 
The holy Bull before his master's feet 
Shook the hard-frozen earth with echoing feet, 
And as he heard the lion s roaring swell 
In distant thunder from the rocky dell, 
In angry pride he raised his Toioe of fear 
And from the mountain drove the starred deer. 

Bright fire — a shape the God would sometimes wear 
Who takes eight various forms — was glowing there ; 
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Then the great Deity who gives the prize 

Of penance, piayer, and holy ezendse, 

As though to earn the meed he giants to man, 

Himself the penance and the pain began. 

I^ow to that holy Lord, to whom is given 
Honour and gloiy by the Gods in Heaven, 
The woiship of a ^ HihIlaya paid. 
And towards his dwelling sent the lovely maid ; 
Her task, attended by her youthful train, 
To woo his widowed heart to love again. 

The Hennit wdcomed with a oonrteoos brow 

That gentle enemy of hermit vow — 
The still pure breast where Contemplation dwells 
Defies the channer and the cbanner's spells — 
Calm and nnmoyed he viewed the wondxoos maid, 
And bade her all his pious duties aid ; 
She culled fresh blossoms at the God's command. 
Sweeping the altar with a careful hand. 
The holy grass for sacred rites she songht. 
And day by day the fairest water brought ; 
And if the unwonted labour caused a sigh, 
The fair-haired lady tamed her languid eye 
Where the pale Moon on Siva's forehead gleamed. 
And swift tAurough all her fiame retaining vigoor streamed. 
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THE ADDRESS TO BRAHMA. 

While impious Tarak in resistless might 
Was troubling Heaven and Earth with wild afiright, 
To Brahma's high abode, hy Indaa led, 
The moiiniful Deities for refage fled ; 
As when the Dav-God's lovino: beams awake 
The Lotus slumbering on the silver lake, 
So Brahma deigned his glorious face to show, 
And poured sweet comfort on their looks of woe. 

Then nearer came the suppliant Gods to pay 
Honour to him whose face turns every way : 
They bowed them low before the Lord of Speech, 
And sought with trathful words his heart to reach : — 

Glory to Thee ! bcfurc the world wad made, 
One single form thy Majesty displayed — 
Next Thou, to body forth the mystic Three, 
Didst fill three Peisona— Oloiy, Lord, to Thee ! 
TTnbom and unbegotten ! from thy hand 
The fruitful seed rained down ; at thy command 
From that small germ o'er quickening waters flung 
All things that more, aiid all that moye not, sprung ; 
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Before thy triple foxm they wondering bow, 
Maker, preserver, and deetroyer, Thon ! 

Thou, when a longing urged thee to create, 
Thy single form in twain didst separate ; 
The Sire, the Mother that made all things be 
By their first nnion were but parts of Thee ; 
From them the life that fills this earthly frame, 
And fruitful Nature, self-renewing, oame. 

Thon ooontest not thy time by mortals' light, 
With Thee there is but one vast day and night ; 
When Brahma slumbers fainting Nature dies. 
When Brahma wakens all again arise. 

Creator of the world — Thou uncreate ! 
Endless 1 all things from Thee thrir end await ; 
Before the world wast Thou !— each Lord shall fiiU 
Before Thee, mightiest, highest, Lord of all ; 
Thy self-taught so\il thine own deep spirit knows, 
Made by thyself thy mighty form arose ; 
Into the same, when all things have their end, 
Shall thy great self, absorbed in Thee, descend ; 
Lord, who may hope thy essence to declare ? 
Finn, yet as subtile as the yieldii^ air — 
Fizt, all-pervading ; pondenms, yet light, 
Patent to all, yet hidden from the sight 

Thine are the sacred hymns which mortals raise. 
Commencing ever with the word of praise, 
With three-toned chant to grace the sacrifice. 
And lead the worshipper to Pavadise ; 
They hail Thee Nature labouring to free 
The immortal Soul from low humanity — 
Hail Thee the stnmger Spirit, unimpresBed, 
Gazing on Nature from thy lofty rest. 
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Father of fikiheEB, God of gods txi tfaoa, 

Creator, hifthest, hearer of the vow ! 
Thou art the sacrifice, and Thou tli( j nest, 
ThoOy he that eateth — ^Thou, the holjr feast ; 
Thoa art the knowledge which hy Thee is tao^t. 
The mighty thinker, and the highest thought ! " 

Pleased with their tmthfal praise, his fiiTonnng eye 
He tamed np<»i the Dwelleis in the Sky, 
While from fonr montiig his words in gentle flow 

Come welling softly to assuage their wue : — 

" Welcome i glad welcome, princes ! ye who hold 

Your lofty sorereigntieB ordained of old — 

But why 80 mournful ? what has dimmed your light ? 

Why shine your facc« less liivintly bright ? 

Like stars that pour forth weaker, paler gleams, 

When the £ur Moon with brighter radiance beams. 

0 say, in yain doth mighty Indra bear 

The thunderbolt of Heaven, unused to spare ? 

Vritra, the furious fiend, 'twas strong to slay, 

Why doll and blunted are its darts to^y ? 

See, Vabun's noose hangs idly on his aim, 

Like some fell serpent quelled by magic charm ; 

Weak is Kuvera's hand — his arm no more 

Wields the dread mace it once so proudly bore ; 

But like a tree whose boughs are lopped away. 

It teUs of piercing woe, and dire dismay. 

In days of yore how Yama's sceptre shone I 

Fled arc its glories, all its terrors gone ; 

Despised and useless as a quenched brand 

AU idly now it marks the yielding sand. 
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Fallen m the Lords of Light, ere now the gaze 
Shrank from the coming of their fearful bhuse ; 

So changed are they, the undazzled eye may siee 
Like pictured forms, each rayless Deity. 

Some baffling power has curbed the breezes' swell. 
Vainly they chafe against the secret spdl — 
We know some barrier checks their wonted course, 
When reliuent waters seek again their source ; 
The RuDRAS too— fierce demigods who bear 
The cnryed Moon han^ng from their twisted hair — 
Tell by their looks of fear, and shame, and woe. 
Of threats now bileuced, of a mightier foe. 
Glory and power, ye Gods, were yours of right, — 
Haye ye now yielded to some stronger might ? 
Bren as on earth a general law may be 
Made powerless by a special text's decree ? 
Then say, my sons, why seek ye Beahma's throne ? 
'TIs mine to frame the worlds — ^'tis yours to guard your own. 

Then Indra turned liis thousand glorious eyes, 
Glancing like lilies when the soft wind sighs, 
And in the Gods' behalf, their mighty Chief 
Uiged iStie Most Eloquent to tell their grie£ 
Then rose the Heavenly Teacher, by whose side 
Dim seemed the glories of the Thousand-eyed, 
And mth his hands outspread, to Bbahma spake^ 
Couched on his own dear flower, the daughter of the 
lake: — 

" 0 mighty Being I surely thou dost know 
The unceasing fury of our ruthless foe ; 
For thou dost see the secret thoughts that lie 
Beep in the heart, yet open to thine eye ; 
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The veikgeful Tabak, in resistless might, 
Like some dire Comet, Reaming wild affinght. 
O'er all the Worlda an evil infioenee elieds, 

And, in thy favonr strong, destruction spreads. 
All bow before him ; — on his palace wail 
The Sun's first ray and parting splendour £eU1 ; 
Ne'er covld he waken with a lovelier glanee 
His own dear Lotos fiom her nightly tnmoe ; 
Pot him, proud Fiend, the Moon no waning knows^ 
But with unmiuished full* orbed lustre glowa. 
He would not brook its ereecent ^017 set 
Amid the hlaEe of Btva'b eoronet 

How fair his garden, where the obedient breeze 
Dares steal no blossom from the slumbering trees ! 
The wild wind checks his blustering pinions there. 
And gently whispering, fims the balmy air ; 
While through the inverted year the Seasons pour^ 
To win the Demon's gra<:e, their flowery store. 

For him, the Biver-god beneath the stream, 
Marks the young pearl ineiease its silver gleam. 
Until, its beauty and its growth complete, 
He bean the offering to his master^s feet 
The Serpents, led by Vasukt, their kins^, 
A cross his nightly path tlu ir lustre fling ; 
Bx3|^t as a torch, their flashing jewels blase, 
Nor wind, nor rain, can dim th^ dazzling rays» 

E'en Indra, sovereign of the blissful skies, 
To gain his love by flattering homage tries, 
And sends him oft those flowers of wondrous hoe 
That on the Heavenly Tree in beauty grew ; 
Yet all these offerings brought from day to day-* 
This flattery — ^fail his ruthless hand to stay ; 
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Earth, HeU, and Hweai, beneath his lage must graa, 
Till foioe can htui him 6om his evil thione. 

Alas ! where glowed the bright celestial bowers, 
And gentle Fair Ones nursed tke opening flowers, — 
Where heayenly trees a hearaily odour shed. 
O'er a sad desert ruin reigns instead. 

He roots up Mbrf's sacred peaks, when stray 
The fiery coursers of the God of Day, 
To form bright slopes, and glittering mounds of ease, 
In the broad gardens of his palaces. 

There, on his couch, the mighty Lord is fanned 
Into sweet slumber by a heavenly band — 
Poor captive Nymphs, who stand in anguish by, 
Brop the big tear, and heave the ceaseless sigh. 

And now have Ikdra's elephants defiled 
The sparkling stream where heavenly Ganga smiled. 
And her gold Lotuses the Fiend has taken 
To deck his pools, and left her all forsaken. 

The Ck»ds of Heaven no more ddi^t to roam 
O'er all the world, fiur from their glorious home ; 
They dread the Demon's impious might, nor dare 
Speed their bright chariots through the fields of air ; 
And when our worshippers in duty bring 
The appointed victims for the offering, 
He tears them from the flame with magic art, 
While we all powerless watch with drooping heart. 

He too has stolen from his master's dde 
The Steed of heavenly race, great Ihdba's pride : 
No more our hosts, so glorious once, withstand 
The fierce dominion of the Demon's hand. 
As herbs of healing \irtue fail to tame 
The sickness raging through the infected frame. 
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Idly the chakia hangs on Vibbbu's nook. 
And our last hope is wn, that it would check 

The haughty Taeak's might, and fla^h afax 
Bnin and death — the thunderbolt of war ; 
E'en Indba's elephant has felt the mi^t 
Of his fierce monsten in the deadly fight ; 
Which spnni the dost in farj, and defy 
The threatening clouds that sail along the sky. 

Therefore, 0 Lord, we seek a Chief, that he 
May lead the hosts of Heayen to iktcigj, — 
Eyen as holy men who long to seyer 
The immortal spirit from its shell for ever. 
Seek lovely Virtue's aid to free the aoul 
From earthly ties and action's base control 

Thus shall he save ns — proudly will we go 
Under his escort 'gainst the furioug foe ; 
And Inmva, conqueror in turn, shall bring 
FoBxuiiEy dear captiye, home with joy and triumphing." 

Sweet as the lains — the fredi'iiing ndns — ^ihat pour 

On the parched earth when thunders cease to roar. 
Were Brahma's words : — "Gbds, I have heard your grief« 
Wait ye in patience — ^time will bring relief ; 
'Tis not for me, my children, to create 
A chief to save you horn your mournful fate ; 
Not by my hand the Fiend must be destroyed, 
For my kind £ftyonr has he once eijoyed. 
And well ye know that e'en a poisonous tree 
By him who planted it unharmed should be ; 
He sought it eagerly, and long ago 
I gave my favour to your Demon-foe, 

0 2 
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And stoyed lik awfbl penanoe, tbat had hurled 

Flames, death, and ruin o'er the subject World. 

When that great warrior battles for his life, 
0, who may conquer in the deadly strife, 
Save one of Siva's seed ? He is the Light, 
Reigning snpreme beyond the depths of night ; 
Nor I, nor Vishnu, his full power may share, 
Lo, where he dwells in solitnde and prayer 1— 
Go, seek the Hennit in the grore alone. 
And to the God be Uma's beauty shown ; 
Perchance, the Mountain-child, with magnet's force. 
May turn the iron from its steadfast couise. 
Bride of the mighty God — ^for only she 
Can bear to Him as Water bears to me ; 
Then from thuir luvu a inigLty Child shall rise, 
And lead to war the armies of the skies : 
Freed by his hand, no more the heayenly Maids 
Shall twine their glittering hair in mooxnful braidsL" 

He spake, and vanished from their wondering sight — 
And they sped homeward to their world of light ; 
But IiTD&A, Still on B&ahma's words intent. 
To Eaua'^ dweUing-place his footsteps bent ; 
Swiftly he came — the yearning' ot his will 
Made Indra's lightning course more speedy still ; 
The LovB-GoD, armed with flowers divinely sweety 
In lowly homage bowed before his feet,— 
Around his neck, where bright lov^; -tokens clung. 
Arched like a maiden's brow, his Bow was hung, 
And blooming SPRiNa, his constant follower, bore 
The Mango twig^ his weapon &med 6t yore. 
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ht eager gaze tiie Sovereign of the Sides 

Looked full on Kama with his thousand eyes — 
E'en such a gaze as trembling suppliants bend, 
Wlien danger threatens, on a mighty £riend. 

Close by his side, where Indra hade him rest^ 
The Love-God sate, and thus his Lord addressed: 
" All-knowing Indra, deign, my prince, to tell 
Thy heart's desire in Earth, or Heaven, or Hell : 
Donhle the fiiYonr, mighty sovereign, thou 
Hast thought on Kama, 0, command him now! 

Who angers thee by toiling for the prize, 
By penance, prayer, or holy sacrifice ? 
What mortal bong dost thou coont thy foe? 
Speak, I will tame him with my darts and bow. 

Has some one feared the endless change of birth, 
And sought the path that leads the soul from earth ? 
Slave to a glancing eye thy foe shall bow. 
And own the witchery of a woman's brow ; 
E'en tliougli the object of thine envious rage 
Were taught high wisdom by the Immortal Sage, 
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With billowy passions will I whelm bis soul. 
Like rushing waves that spurn the bank's controL 

Or has the ripe full beauty of a spouse^ 
Too fondly futhfdl to her bridal yows^ 
RayiBhed thy spirit from thee ? — ^thine, aU thine 
Around thy neck her loving arms shall twine ; 
Thy dearest, jealous of another s charms, 
Spnined thee in wiath when flying to her anns 7 
111 faok her yielding bosom with saoh pain, 
Soon shall she be all love and warmth again. 
And wildly iiy in fevered haste to rest 
Her aching heart doBe, close to thy dear breast 

Lay, Indba, lay thy threatening bolt aside. 
My gentle darts sliall tame the haughtiest pride, 
And all that war with Heaven and thee shall know 
The magic infloence of thy EIma's bow ; 
For Woman's cnrhng lip shall bow them down^ 
Fainting in terror at ker threaten mi^^ frown. 

Flowers are my arms, mine only warrior SpaiNO, 
Yet in thy &yonr am I strong, ipreat King ; 
What can their strength who draw the bow avail 
Against my matchless power when I aasail ? 
Strong is the Trident-bearing God. yet he, 
The mighty Siya, e'en, must yield to me.'' 

Then Indba answered with a dawning smile,^ 

Kesting his foot upon a stool the while 
" Dear God of Loye, thou truly hast displayed 
The power onriTalled of thy promised aid ; 
My hope is all in thee— my weapons are 
The thunderbolt, and thou more mighty far^ 
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But vain, all vain the bolt of Heaven to fright 
Those holj Saints whom Penaiioe anns ari^t ; 
Thy power knowB no hoond — ^thon, only ihoOy 

All-conquering Deity, can^^t help me now ! 

Full well I know thy nature, and assign 

This toil to thee, whioh needs a strength like thine : 

As on that Snake alone will Kushha reet^ 

That bears tiie Earth npon his haughty crest 

Our task ig well-nigh done — thy boasted dart 
Has power to conquer even Siva's heart 
Hear what the Qods, oppressed with woe, would &in 
From miglity SrvA through tiiine aid obtain ; 
He may beget — and none in Heaven bat he — 
A chief to lead our hosts to victory ; 
But all his mind with holiest lore is £ranght, 
Bent on the Godhead is his eveiy thought ; 
Thy darts, 0 Love, alone can reach him now, 
And lure his spirit from the hermit vow. 
Go, seek Himalaya's Mountain-child, and aid 
With all thy loveliest channs the loTely Maid, 
So may she please his &noy — only she 
May wed with Siva — such the fixed decree. 

E'en now my bands of Heayenly Maids have spied 
Fair IJiia dwelling by the Hermit's side — 

There by her father s bidding- losta she still, 
Sweet minister, upon the cold bleak hill. 
Go, EJlMA, go I perform this great emprise. 
And £(ee from fear the Enlexs of the Skies ; 
We need thy favour, as the new-sown gram 
Calls for the influence of the gentle rain. 
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Go, Kama, go I thy flowery darta shall be 
Crowned with success o'er this great i>eitj ; 
Tea, and thy task is e'en already doneti 
For praise and gloiy are that instant won 
When a bold heart dares manfully essay 
The deed wliich others shrink from in dismay. 

Gods are thy suppliants, Eajia, and on thee 
Depends the triple World's secoriiy ; 
lYo omel deed will stain thy flowery bow. 
With all thy gentlest, mightiest valour, go ! 
And now, Disturber of the Spirit, see 
Spbino, thy beloved, will thy comrade be, 
And gladly aid thee Siya'b heart to tam^^ 
None bids the whispering Wind, and yet he £euis the flame. 

He spake, and Kama bowed his bright head down. 
And took his bidding like a floweiy crown — 
AboTe his wayy carls great Imbba bent, 

And fondly touched his soldier ere he went, 
With that hard hand — but, 0, how gentle now! — 
That &11 so heavy on his elephant's brow. 

Then for tibat snow-crowned hill he turned away, 
Where all alone the heavenly Hermit lay — 
His fearful Eeti and his comrade Speinq 
Followed the guidance of Love's mighty Eing^ 
There will he battle in unwonted strife, 
Betom a conqueror or be reft of life. 

How fair was Spring I — to fill the heart with love. 
And hue the Hermit flrom his thoughts above, 
In that pure grove he grew so heavenly bright 
That Kama's envy wakened at the sight. 
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Now ihe bright Day-God turned his buniiiig xaj 

To where Kuvera holds his ivyid sway, 

While the sad South ia whispering breezes sighed 

And monmed his abeeDoe like a teaxM Inide. 

Then from its stem the led Asoka threw 
Full buds and flowerets of celestial hue, 
Nor waited for the Maiden s touch, the sweet 
'^BeloTed pzessoie of her tinkling feet ; 
There grew Lotb's arrow, his dear Mango spray, 
Winged with young leaves to speed its airy way, 
And at the call of Sprihq the wild bees came. 
Grouping the syllables of Kama's name. 

How si^ed the spirit o'er that loveliest flower 
That boasts no fragrance to enrich its dower ! 
For Nature, wisest mother, oft prefers 
To part more fairly those good gifts of hei»— 
There from the tree Pallsa blossoms spread. 
Curved like the eresoent Moon, tiidur rosiest red. 
With opening buds that looked as if young SpRiNa 
Had pressed his nails there in his dallying — 
Sweet wanton SpBisa, to whose enchanting £Me 
His floweiy Tilaka gave &ii«r grace — 
Who loves to tint his lip, the Mango spray, 
With the fresh colours of the early day, 
And powder its fine red with many a bee 
That sips the ooadng nectar xaptnroiisly. 

The cool gale speeding o'er the shady lawns 
Shook dowTL tlic sounding leaves, while startled faw 
Ran wildly at the yiewless foe, all blind 
With pollen wafted by the fragrant wind. 

Sweet was the Edil's voice— his neck still red 
With Mango bads on which he just had fed — 
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'Twas as the voice of Love to bid the dame 
Spurn her cold pride, nor qacncli the gentle Hame. 

What thou^ the heat has stained the tintB that dyed 
With manreUons Uoom the HeaTenly Minstrel's bride ? 
i\ijitli( r li T smile nor sunny glances fail, 
Bright 15 her lip, although her clietk be pale. 

£'en the pnie Hermits owned the secret power 
Of warn Spriho coming in nnwonted hour. 
While Lotb's delightM witdiery gentty stole 
With strong sweet mliuence o'er the ssontly sooL 

On came the Archer-God, and at his side 
The timid Rett, his own daiUng hride, 

While breathing rsature showed how deep it felt, 
'Neath Passion's glowing touch, the senses melt— 
For there in eager love tlie wild bee dipped 
In the dark flower-cup wbere his mistress sipp'd ; 
There with his horn the goat touched lovingly 
His gentle mate, who closed her melting eye ; 
There firom her trunk the elephant had poured 
A lily-scented stream to cool her lord^ 
While the fond loTe-bird by the olver flood 
Gave to Lis hen the tasted Lotus bud. 
Full in his song the Minstrel stayed to sip 
The heavenlier nectar of his darling's lip- 
Fore pearls of heat had jnst distained the dye, 

But Howery was sparlcliiiLi; m her eye. 

How the young creeper s beauty charmed the view. 
Fair as the fairest maid, as playfol too ! 
Here some bright blossoms, lovelier tihan the rest, 
In fuU round beauiy matched her swelling breast ; 
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Here in a thin bright line, some delicske spray, 

Red as her lip, ravished the soul away — 

And then how loving, and how close they hung 

To the tall trees that fondly o'er them hong ! 

Bright, heayenly wantons ponfed the witching Btnin^ 

Qoiring for Siva's ear, but all in yain — 

No charmer*8 spell may check the linn control. 

Won by the Holy, o'er ihe impasaioned souL 

The Hemdt'a servant hasted to the door. 

In his left hand a branch of gold he bore — 

He touched his lip for silence — Peace i be still ! 

Nor mar the quiet of this holy hill, — 

He spake — ^no dweller of the forest stined, 

No wild bee munnured, hushed was every bird— 

Still and unmoved, as in a picture stood 

All life that breathed within the waving wood. 

As some great Monarch when he goes to war 
Shuns the fierce aspect of a baleful star, 
So Kama hid him from the lit runt 's l jc, 
And sought a path that led unnoticed by, 
Where tangled flowers and clustering trailers spread 
Their grateful canopy o'er Siva's head. 

Bent on his hardy enterprise, with awe 
The Three-eyed Lord — ^great Penitent — ^he saw : 
Where on a mound a tiger's skin was laid, 
Sate the stern God beneath a pine-tree's shade* 

Absorbed in holiest thought, erect and still, 
The Hermit rested on the gentle hill ; 
His shoulders drooping down — each foot was bent 
Beneath the body of the Penitent ; 
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With open palms the hands were finnly preesed, 
As though a Lotos lay upon his breast : 

A double rosary in each ear — behind 
With wreathing serpents were his locks entwined 
His coat of hide shone blacker to the view 
Against his neck of briglitlj beaming blue ; 
How ^mIcI tlie look, how terrible the frown 
Of his dark eyebrows bending sternly down ! 
How fiercely glared his ^es, tmmoring blaze 
Fixed in Devotion's meditating gaze ! 
Calm as a fall dond resting on a hill, 
A waveless lake when every breeze is still. 
Like a torch burning in a sheltered spot — 
So still ms He, nnmoving, breathing not 

So fall the stream of marvellous glory poured 
From the bright forehead of that mighty Lord, 
Pale seemed the crescent Moon upon his head. 
And slenderer than a slender Lotas thread. 

At all the body's nine-fold gates of sense 
He had barred in the pure Intelligence, 
To ponder on the Soul which sages call 
Eternal Spirit, highest, over alL 

How sad was EXma at the awfnl sight, 

How failed his courage in a swoon of fright I 
As near and nearer to the God he came 
Whom wildest thooght ooold never hope to tame, 
Unconsdonsly his hands in fear and woe, 

Dropped the sweet arrows and his flowery bow. 

But Uma came with all her maiden throng. 
And Kama's £Ednting heart again was strong ; 
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Bright flowers of Spring, in every lovely Imc, 
Around the Lady 's fonn rare beauty threw, 
Some clasped her neck like stiiiigs of poiest pearis, 
Some shot their gloiy through her watj cnrla. 
Bending her gniceM head as half-oppressed 
With swelling charms even too richly blest, 
Fancy might deem that beautiful young maiden 
Some slender tree with its sweet flowers o'erladen. 

From time to time her gentle hand replaced 
The Howery girdle slipping firom her waist : 
It seemed that Loye could find no place more fair, 
So hung his newest, dearest bowstring there. 

A greedy bee kept hovering round to sip 
The fragrant nectar of her bloominjx lip- 
She closed her eyes in terror of the tliicf, 
And beat him £rom her with a Lotus lea£ 

The angiy earl of Rbti's lip confessed 
The shade of eavj that stole o'er her breast, 
Through Kama's soul fresh hope and courage flew, 
As that sweet %ision blessed his eager view — 
So blight, so &ir, so winning soft was she, 
Who oonld not conquer in such company ? 

Now Uma came, fair Maid, his destined bride, 
With timid steps approaching Sita's side ; 
In contemplation will he brood no more, 
He sees the Godhead, and his task is o'er ; 
He breathes, he moves, the Earth begins to rock, 
The Snake, her bearer, trembling at the shocL 

Due homage iJien his own dear servant paid. 
And told him of the coming of the Maid ; 
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He learnt his Master's pleasure Ity the nod, 

And led Himalaya's daughter to the God ; 

Befofe bis ieefc her jaong companionB spread 

Fresh leaves and bloflBonis as they bow ihe head. 

While Uma stooped so low, that from her hair 

Dropped the blight flower that starred the midnight there ; 

To him whose ouign bears the Bull she beut^ 

Till each spray fell, her ear's rich omamenit. 

"Sweet Maid," cried Stya, "surely thou shalt be 

Blessed with a husband who loves none but thee !" 

Her fear was banished, and her hope was high,— 
A Qod had spoken, and Gods cannot lie. 

Rash as some giddy moth that wooes the flame, 
Love seized the moment, and prepared to aim, 
dose by the daughter of the Mountain-King, 
He looked on Siya, and he eyed his string. 

While with her radiant hand fair Uma gave 
A rosary, of the Lotuses that lave 
' Their beauties in the heavenly Ganqa's wave,— 
And the great Thiee-Eyed God was £un to take 
The offisring for the wdl-loved suppliant's sake, 
On his bright bow Love placed the unerring dart. 
The soft beguiler of the strioken heart. 

Like the Moon's influence on the Sea at rest. 
Came Passion stealing o'er the Hermit's breast, 
While on the Maiden s lip that mocked the dye 
Of ripe red j&niit, he bent his melting eye ; 
And oh ! how fdiowed the Lady's love for him. 
The heaving bosom, and each quivering limb f 
Like young Kadambas, when tho leaf-buds swell, 
At the warm touch of Spring they love so well ; 



Digitized by Google 



THB DEATH OF LOVE. 



But still, with downcast eyes, she sought the ground^ 
And duist not turn their borning glances round. 

Thien with strong effort, Sita lulled to rest^ 
The fltorm of pasdoo in his troubled breast, 
And seeks, with angry eyes that round him roll, 
Whence came the tempest o'er his tranquil soul. 

He looked, and saw the bold young Archer stand, 
His how bent ready in his skilful hand. 
Drawn towards the eye — his shoulder well depressed. 
And the left foot thrown forward as a rest 

Then was the Hennit-6od to madness lashed, 
Then from his eye red flames of fury flashed — 

So changed the beauty of that gloriouii brow, 
Scarce could the gaze support its terror now. 

Hark ! heavenly voices sighing through the air : 
Be calm, great Siva, 0 be cahn and spare I — 
Alas ! that angry eye's resistless flashes 
Have scorched the gentle King of Love to ashes ! 

But Esn saw not, for she swooned away, 
Sensdess and breathless on the earth she lay ; 
Sleep while thou mayst, unconscious Lady, sleep ! 
Soon wilt thou rise to sigh and wake to weep. 

E'en as the red bolt rives the leafy bough 
Did Siva blaat the hinderer of his vow, 
Then fled with all his train to some lone place 
Far, far from Woman and her witching face. 

Sad was Himalaya's daughter,-^grief and shame 
O'er the young spirit of the Maiden came ; — 
Grief — for bhe loved, and all her love was vain, 
Shame— she was spumed before her youthful train ; 
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She turned away, witli fear and woe oppressed, 
To hide her sorrow on her father's breast ; 
Then, in the fond arms of her pitying sire^ 
Closed her sad eyes for fear of Siva's ire — 
Still in bis grasp the weary maiden lay, 
While he sped swiftly on his homeward way. 

Thus have I seen the elephant stoop to drink^ 
And lift the lilies from the foontain's biink— 
Thus, when he rears his mighty head on highy 
Across his tusks Fve seen those lilies lie. 
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Sad, solitary, helpless, faint, forlorn, 
Woke Kama's darling from her swoon to mourn ; 
Too 0oon her gmtie soul returned to know 
The pangs of widowhood — that word of woe ! 
Scarce could she raise her, trembling, from the grouu 
Scarce dared to bend her anxious gaze around, 
Uneonsdous yet those greedy eyes should nerer 
Feed on his heauiy moxe-^gone, gone for ever. 

** Speak to me Kama ! why so silent ? give 
One word in answer — doth my Kama live ?" 
There on the tnif his dnmh oold ashes lay, 
That fiery flash has scorched tiie son] away. 

She clasped the dank earth in her wild despair, 
Her bosom stained, and rent her long bright hair, 
Till hill and valley canght the moomer's ciy, 
And pitying breeies echoed siglh for sigh. 

** Oh thou wast beautiful — ^fond lovers sware 
Thdr own br%ht darlings were like KIma, fair ; 
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Sure woman's heart is stony — can it be 

That I still live wliilc t/us is all of tlice? 
Where art thou, Kama ? could my dearest leave 
His own fond Reti here alone to grieve ? 
So most the sad forsaken Lotus die 
Wlien her bright river leaves his channel dry. 

Kama, dear Kama, call again to mind 
How thou wast ever gentle, I was kind — 
Let not my prayer, thy Rsti'b prayer, be vain. 
Gome as of old, and bless these eyes again ! 
Wilt thou not hear me ? — think of those sweet hours 
When I would bind thee with my zone of flowers. 
Those soft gay fetters o'er thee fondly wreathii^. 
Thine only punishment when gently breathing 
In tones of love thy heedless sigh betrayed 
The name, dear traitor ! of some rival maid ; 
Then would I pluck a flowret from my tress 
And beat thee till I forced thee to confess^ 
While in my play the felling leaves wonld cover 
The eyes — the bright eyes — of my captive lover. 
And then those words that made me, oh, so blest — 

Dear love, thy home is in my futhfiil breast I " 
Alas, sweet words, too blissfol to be trae. 
Or how couldst thou have died, nor Keti perish too ? 

Yes, I will fly to thee, of thee bereft, 
And leave this world whioh then, my life, hast left — 

Culd, gloomy, now this wretched world must be, 
For all its pleasures came from only thee. 
When night has veiled the city in its shade 
Then, only then, canst soothe the wandeimg maid, 
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And oriiide her trembling at the thunder's roar 
Safe through the darkness to her lover s door. 

In yain the wineHsup, as it circles by, 
Lisps in her tongiie and sparkles in her eye^ 
Long locks are streaming, and the cheek glows red, 
But all is mockery, Love — dear Love — is dead. 

The Moon, sweet spirit, shall lament for thee, 
Late, dim, and joyless shall his rising he, — 
Days shall fly on, and he forget to take 
His full bright glory, mourning for thy sake. 
Say, Kama, say, whose arrow now shall be 
The soft green shoot of thy dear Mango tree. 
The favonrite spray which Edils love so well. 
And praise in sweetest strain its wondrous spell ? 

This line of bees which strings thy useless bow 
Hums mournful echo to my dies of woe ; 
Come in thy lovely shape and teach again 
The Eoil's mate, that knows the tender strain, 
Her gentle task to waft to longing ears 
The lover s hope, the distant lover's fears. 

Come, bring onoe more that ecstasy of bliss, 
The fond dear look, the smile, and ah ! that kiss I 
Fainting with woe, my sovil refuses rest 
When memory pictures how I have been blest. 

See, thou didst weave a ggrhind, love, to deck 
With all Spring's fidrest bads thy Rbti's neck ; 
Sweet are those flowers as they were culled to-day. 
And is my Kama's form more frail than they ? 

His pleasant task my lover had begun, 
But stem Gods took him ere the work was done ; 
Return, my KXma, at thy Kisn's cry, 
One foot 's untinted with the rosy dye. 
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Now will I hie me to the &tal pile, 

And ere Heaven's Maids have hailed tliee with a smile, 
Or on my love their winning glances thrown, 
I will be there, and claim thee for mine own ; 
Yet though I come, my lasting shame will be 
That I have lived one moment after thee. 

Ah, how shall I thy funeral rites prepare. 
Gone soul and body to the viewless air I 
With thy dear Sfbinq I've seen thee talk and smile^ 
Shaping an arrow for thy bow the while ; 
Where is he now, thy darling friend, the giver 
Of many a bii|i;ht sweet arrow for thy quiver ? 
Is he too sent upon death's dreary path, 
Scorched by the emel God's inexorable wrath V* 

Stricken in spirit by her cries of woe. 
Like Tcnomed arrows from a mighty bow^ 
A moment fled, and gentle Sfbino was there, 

To ask her ;^ef, to soothe her wild despair ; 
She beat her breast more wildly than before, 
With greats floods her weeping eyes ran o*& — 
When Mends are nigh the spirit finds relief 

In the full gushing torrent of its grief. 

Turn, gentle friend, thy weeping eyes, and see 
That dear companion who was all to me — 

His crumbling dust with which the breezes play, 
Bearing it idly in their course away — 
White as the silver feathers of a dove, 
Is all that 's lett me of my murdered love ! 

Now come, my EXha, — Spbtno, who was so dear. 
Longs to behold thee— oh, appear, appear ! 
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Fickle to women Love perchance may bend 
His ear to listen to a &ithM friend. 
Remember, he walked erer at thy side 

O'er bloomy meadows in the warm spriug-tidc, 
That Gods above, and men, and fiends below 
Should own the empire of thy mighty bow, 
That rathless bow, which pierces to the heart, 
Strung ^ith. a lotiui-thread, a flower its dart. 

As dies a torch when wiudis sweep roughly by, 
So is my light for ever fled, and I, 
The lamp his cheering rays no more illame. 
Am wrapt in Jarkuess, misery, and gloom. 

Fate took my love, and spared the widow's breath. 
Yet fiftte is guilty of a double death ; 
When the wild monster tramples on the ground 
The tree some creeper garlands closely round, 
Reft of the guardian which it thought so true, 
Forlorn and withered, it must perish too. 

Then oome, dear friend, the true one's pile prepare^ 
And send me quiddy to my husband there ; 
Call it not vain — the mourning Lotus dies 
When the bright Moon, her lover, quits the skies; 
When sinks the red oloud in the purple west, 
Still clings his bride, the lightning, to his breast— 
All nature keeps the eternal high decree, 
Shall woman fail? — I come, my love, to thee! 

Now on the pile my &int limbs will I throw, 
Clasping his ashes — ^lovely eiren so, — 
As if beneath my weary frame were spread 
Soft leaves and blossoms for a flowery bed ; 
And oh, dear comrade (for in happier hours 
Oft have I heaped a pleasant bed of flowers 
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For tliee and hiiu beneath tlu^ spreading tree) 
Now quickij raise the pile ior Love aud me! 
And in thy mercy gentle breezes send 
To the flame that wafts away thy Mend, 
And sLortcii the sad moments that divide 
Impatient Kama from his liEii's side ; 

Set water near ns in a singLe nro/ - 
Well sip in heaven from the same in farn. 
And to his spirit let thine offering be t 
Sprays freah and lovely from the Mangg tree, 
Culled when the round young buds be^.to swell. 
For KIha loved those fragrant blossoms wieU.". , 

A heavenly voice breathed round her from above 
As Eeti thus complained in faithful love, 
Falling in pity like the gentle lain 
That brings the dying hwrbs to life again : — 
** Bride of the flower-armed God, thy lord shall be 
Not ever distant, ever deaf to thee ; 
Give me thine ear, sad lady, I will tell 
Why perished Eu^ha, whom thou lovedst wdl^ 
The Lord of Life in every troubled sense 
Too warmly felt his fair cliild's influence ; 
He quenched the fire, but mighty yengeance came 
On EIma, &nner of the unholy flame ; 
When Siva by her penance won has led 
Himalaya's daughter to her bridal bed, 
His bliss to Kama shall the God repay 
And give again the fonn he snatched away. 
Thus did the gracious God, at Jxtswce* prayer, 
The term of Lovb's sad punishment declare — 
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The High, like clouds, are fieice a&d gentle too, 
Now horl the bolt, now drop sweet heaTenly dew. 
Live, widowed lady, for tliy lover's arms 

Shall clasp again — oh, fondly ukid{) — thy charms; 
In summer-heat the streamlet dies away 
Beneath the fdry of the God of Pay ; 
Then, in due season, comee the pleasant rain, 
Aiid all is fresh, and iair, ai-J full again." 

Thus breathed the spirit kom tiie viewless air, 
And stilled the raging of her wild despair ; 
While Spbtko consoled with every soothing art, 
Cheered by that voice from heaven, the mourner s heart, 
Who watched away the hours, so sad and slow. 
That brought the limit of her weary woe. 
As the pale Moon, quenched by the conquering light 
Of garish day, longs for its own dear nig|it 
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Now woe to Uma, for young Lotb ib shdn^ 
Her Lord hath left her, and her hope is vain ; 
Woe, woe to Uma ! how the Mountain-Maid 
Cursed her bri^t beauty for its feeble aid! 
'Tifl Beanty's guerdon whidi she loves the best. 
To bless her loyer, and in torn he blest. 

Penance must aid her now — or how can she 
Win the cold heart of that stem Deity ? 
Penance, long Penance— for that power alone 
Can make such love, so high a Lord, her own. 

But, ah ! how troubled was her mother ^ brow 
At the sad tidings of the mourner's tow ! 
She threw her arms around her own dear Maid, 

Xib;ied, fondly kissed her, sighed, and wept, and prayed » 

" Are there no Gods, my child, to loyc thee here ? 
Frail is thy body, yet thy vow severe ; 
The lily, by the wild bee scarcely stirred, 
BcndSj breaks, and dies beneath the weary bird." 
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Thick were her tears, her prayer was strong, bat still 
That prayer was weaker than her daughter's will ; 

Who can recall the torrent's headlong force, 
Or the bold spirit in its destined course ? 

She sent a maiden to her sire, and prayed 
He for her sake would grant some bosky shade, 
That she might dwell in solitude, and there 
Give all her soul to Penance and to Prayer ; 
In gracious love the great Himalaya snuled, 
And did the bidding of his darling child, 
Then to that hill which peacocks loye she came, 
Known to all ages by the Lady's name. 

Still to her purpose resolutely trae, 
Her string of noble pearls aside she threw, 

Wliicli, slipping here and tliercj had rubbed away 
The sandal dust that on her bosom lay. 
And clad her in a h^nnait coat of bark, 
Rongh to her gentle limbs, and gloomy dark, 
Pressing too tightly, till her swelling breast 
Broke into freedom through the unwonted vest. 

Her matted hair was full as lovely now 
As when 'twas braided o'er her polished brow ; 
Thus do the beantieB of the Lotos shine 
When bees festoon it in a graceful line, 
And, though the tangled weeds that crown the nil 
Cling o'er it closely, it is lovely still. 

With sone of grass the Votaress was bound, 
Which reddened the f;iii form it girdled round ; 
Never before the Lad^ s waist had felt 
The ceaseless torment of so rongh a belt. 
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Alasi her weary tow has caused to fiide 
The loYeKy oolonn that adorned the Maid ; 

Pale is her hand, aiid her long fincrcr-tips 
Steal no more splendoor {rem her paler lips. 
Or, from the ball which in her play would rest, 
Made bright and fragmnt, on her perftuned breast ; 
Bough with the Sacred Grass those hands would be, 
And worn with resting on her rosary. 

Cold earth her couch — her canopy the skies — 
FiUowed npon her arm the Lady Hes ; 
She who before was wont to rest her head 
In the soft luxury of a sumptuous bed, 
Vext by no tronbles as she slumbered there, 
But sweet floweis slipping from her loosened hair. 

The Maid put off, bat only for awhile, 
Her passioned glances and her witchinir smile, 
She lent the fawn her moving, melting gaze. 
And the fond creeps all her winning ways. 

The trees that blossomed on that lonely monnt 
She watered daily from the neighbourinj? fount, 
If she had been their nursing mother, she 
Could not have tended them more carefiilly ; 
(Not e'en her boy-^ier own bright boy— «haU stay 
Her love for them ; her first dear children they). 

Her gentleness had made the fawns so tame, 
To her kind hand for fresh sweet grain they came. 
And let the Maid before her friends compare 
Her own miSk vyeB that shone as softly thm. 

Then came the Hermits of the Holy Wood 
To see the Votaress in her solitude ; 
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Grey ciders ciime i — though yoimg the Maid might SGcm, 

Her peifect virtue must command esteem. 

Thej found ber resting in that lonely spot, 

The fire was kindled, and no rite forgot ; 

In hermit's mantle Wiis she clad ; — her look 

FijLt in deep thought upon the Holy Book. 

So pure that grove — ^all war was made to cease, 

And savage monsters lived in love and peace ; 

Pure was that grove — each iiewl) built abudc 

Had leafy shrines where Fires of Worship glowed. 

But far too mild her Penance^ Uma thought, 

To win irom IIcavcD the lordly niccd bhe sought , 
She would not spare her form, so fair and frail^ 
If mightier Penance could perchance prevail. 
Oft had sweet pastime wearied her, and yet 
Fain would she match in toil the anchoret ; 
Sure the soft Lotus at her birth had lent 
Dear Uma's form its gentle element ; 
But gold, commingled with her heing, gave 
That will so strong, so beautifully brave ! 

Full in the centre of four blazing piles 
Sate the fair Lady of the winning smiles, 
While on hex head the mighty God of Day 
Shot all the fury of his summer ray ; 
Yet her fixt gaze she turned upon the skies, 
And quenched his splendour with her brighter eyes. 
To Uiat sweet &ce, though scorched by rays from heaven. 
Still was the beauty of the Lotus given, 
Yet, worn by watching, round those orbs of light 
A blackness gathered like the jshadc^ of nightr 
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She cooled her dry lips in the bubbling stream. 
And liYcd on Amrit from ihe pole moon-beam. 
Sometimes in hunger culling from the tree 
The rich ripe fruit that hung so temptingly. 

Scorched by the fury of the noon-tide rays, 
And fires that ronnd her burned with ceaseless bhuse. 
Summer passed o'er her — trains of Autumn came 
And throughly drenched the LaJv s tender frame, 
So steams the earth, when mighty torrents pour 
On ihiiBtj fields all diy and parched before. 

The first olear rain-drops fidling on her brow, 
Gem it one moment with their Kght, and now 
Kissing her sweet lip find a welcome rest 
In the deep valley of the Lady's breast ; 
Then wander broken by tiie &U within 
The mazy channels of her dimpled skin. 

There as she lay upon her rocky bed, 
No sumptuous roof above h^ gentle head. 
Dark Night, her only witness, turned her eyes, 
Red lightnings flashing from the angry skies, 
And ^zed upon her voluntary pain, 
In wind, in sleet, in thunder, and in rain. 

■ 

Still lay the Maiden on the cold damp ground. 
Though blasts of winter hurled their snows around^ 

Still pitying in her heart the mournfal fate 
Of those poor birds, so fond, so desolate, — 
Doomed, hapless pair, to list each other's moan 
Thiougb the long hours of night, sad and alone i 
Chilled by the rain, the tender Lotus sank, — 
She filled its place upon the streamlet's bank ; 
Sweet was her breath as when that lovely flower 
Sheds its best odour in still evening's hour ; 
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llcd as its leaves her lips of coral hue, 

Red as those qaivering leaves they qmrered too. 

Of all stern Penance it is called the chiefs 

To nourish life upon the fallen leaf ; 

Bat even this the Ascetic Maiden spumed, 

And for all time a glorious title earned, — 

Apabna — Lady of the unbroken last ! — 

Have Sages called her, Saints who knew the past. 

Fair as the Lotas' fibres, soft as they, 
In these stem vows she passed her night and day, 
No mighty anchoret had e'er essayed 
The ceaseless Penance of this gentle Maid. 

There came & Hermit — ^rererend was he, 
As the First Bank's embodied sanctity — 
With coat of skin, with staff and matted hair, 

His face was radiant, and he bjiake her fair, 
U}) rose the Maid the holy man to greet, 
And humbly bowed before the Hemiit's feet ; 
Though meditation fill the pious breast, 
It finds a welcome for a gloriouB guest : 

The Sage received the honour duly paid, 
And fixed his earnest gasse upon the Maid ; 
While through her frame unwonted vigour ran 
Thus, in his silver speech, the blameless Saint began 

How can thy tender frame, sweet Lady, bear 
In thy firm spirit's task its fearful share ? 
Canst thou the grass and fuel duly bring, 
And still unwearied seek the freshening spring ? 
Say, do the creeper's slender shoots expand, 
Seeking each day fresh water from thy hand, 
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Till like thj lip eaeh ruddy tendril glows. 
That lip which, &ded, still ontreds the roee ? 

With lovini^ j^lance the timid fawns draw nij^li, 
Say dost thou still with joy their wants supply ? 
For thee, 0 Lotus-eyed, th«ur glances shine. 
Mocking the hrightneas of each look of thine ; 

0 Motrntain^Lady, it is truly said 
That heavenly charms to sin have never led, 
For even Penitents may learn of thee 
How pnie, how gentle Beauty's self may he. 

Bright Gahoa falling with her heavenly waves, 
Himalaya's head with sacred water laves, 
Bearing those flowers, the seven great Sages fling, 
To crown the forehead of the Mountain-King ! — 
Tet do thy deeds, 0 hright-haixed Maiden, shed 
A richer glory round his awful head. 

Purest of motives, Duty leads thy heart. 
Interest and Pleasure there may claim no part ; 
0 noble Maiden, holy Sages tell — 
Friendship may soon in gentle bosoms dwell, 
Seven steps together bind the lasting tie, 
Then bend on me, dear Saint, a gracious eye ! 

Fain, lovely Uma, would a Brahman learn 
What noble guerdon would thy Penance earn ; 
Say, art thou toiling for a second birth, 
Where dwells the great Creator ?— -o'er the earth 
Besistless sway ? Or hk as Beauty's Queen, 
Peerless, inmuHrtal, shall thy form be seen ? 

The lonely soul by grief and anguish broken, 
By Penance' aid may win some gracious token, 
But what, 0 faultless one, can move thy heart 
To dwell in solitude and prayer apart ? 
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Wliy sliuuld the cloud of irrief obscure thy brow, 
Mid all thy kindred, who so loved as tliou ? 
Foes hast thou none— for what rash hand would dare 
From serpent's head the magic gom to tear ? 
Why dost thou seek the Hermit's garb to try, 
Thy silken raiment and thy gems thrown by ? 
As though the Sun his glorious state should leave, 
Rayless to harbour mid the shades of eve. 

Wouldst thou win Heaven by thy holy speDs ? 
Already with the Gods tliy father dwells ; — 
A husband, Lady ? — 0 forbear the thought, 
A priceless jewel seeks not, but is sought 
Maiden, thy deep sighs tell me it is so, 
Yet, doubtful still, my spirit seeks to know 
Couldst thou e'er love in vain ? — What heart so cold 
That hath not eagerly its worship told ? 
Ah f oould the erud loved one, thou &ir Maid, 
Look with indifference on that bright hair's braid ? 
Thy locks are hanging loosely o'er thy brow, 
Thine ear is shaded by no Lotus now! 
See, where the Sun hath scorched that tender neek 
Which pimous jewek once were proud to deck, 
Still gleams the line where they were wont to cling. 
As faintly shows the Moon's overshadowed ring. 

Now sure thy loved one, vain in beauty's pride^ 
Dreamed of himsdf when wandering at thy side. 
Or he would count him blest to be tlie mark 
Of that dear eye, so soft, so lustrous dark ! 

But, gende Uxa, let thy labour cease, 
Turn to thy home, fair Saint, and rest in peace! 
By many a year of Penance hardly won 
Eich is my store of merits, beauteous one i 
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Take then the half, thy secret poipoee flame. 
Nor in stem hardships wear iJiy Uatdat fiamei'' 

The holy Brahman ceased — but Uma's breast 
In silence heaved, by loye and fear opprest ; 
In mute appeal she tamed her languid eye, 

Darkened with weeping, not ^vith softcaing dye, 
To bid her maiden's triendly tongue declare 
The cherished secret of her deep deqiair:— ^ 

Hear, holy Father, if thoa still wonldat know, 
Why her frail form endures this pain and woe^ 
As the soft Lotus makes a screen to stay 
The noontide ftiry of the God of Day ; 
Fiondly disdaining all the Lords above, 
With heart and soul she seeks for Siva's love. 
For liim alone, the Trident-^N ielding God, 
The thorny paths of Penance hath she trod ; 
But since that mighfy one hath Kama slain. 
Vain every hope, and every effort vain ; 
E'en as life fled, a keen but flowery diirt 
Young LovB, the Archer, aimed at iSiva's heart ; 
The God in anger hurled the shaft away. 
But deep in Uxa's tender soul it lay ; 
Alas, poor Maid! she knows no comfort now, 
Her soul's on fire — ^herwild locks hide her brow ; 
She quits her father's halls, and frenzied roves 
The icy mountain and the lonely groves ; 

Oft as tlie Maidens of the Minstrel throng 
To hymn great Siva's praises raised the song, 
The lovelorn Lady's sobs and deep-drawn sighs 
Drew tears of pity from their gentle eyes. 

B 



50 



THB BIBTU OF THE WAR-GOD, 



Wakeful and feyered in the dreary night 
Scarce dosed her eye% and then in wild afihght 
Bang thioiigh the halls her Teiy hitter ciy, 

God of the azure neck, why dost thon fly t 
While their soft bands her ioviiig arms would cast 
£oimd the dear vision fading all too fast. 

Her skilfol hand^ with tme love-gnided art, 
Had traced the image graven on her heart— 
* Art thou all present ? Dost thou fail to see 
Poor Uma's anguish and her love, for thee ?' 
Thus oft in freniied grief her ^dce was heard, 
GMding the portiait wiih reproaofafbl word. 

Long thus in Tain for SiTA'sloye she strore. 
Then turned in sorrow to this holy Grove, 
Since the sad Maid hath sought these forest glades 
To hide her grief amid the dreaiy shades^ 
The froit hath ripened on the spreading hongh, 
J3ut ah ! no fruit hath crowned licr holy vow ; 
Her faithful friends alone must ever mourn 
To see that beanteons form by Poiance worn. 
Bat oh! that Sita would some favour deign^ 
As Indra pitieth the parching plain ! " 
The Maiden ceased — ^his secret joy dissembling, 
The Brahman turned to Uma pale and trembling. 

And is it thnft-H>r doth the Maiden jest^ 
Is this the dailing secret of thy bieastt'* 

She clasped the rosary in her quivering hand, 
Scaioe conld the Maid her choking Yoice command 
0 holy Sage, learned in the Vedas' lore^ 

'Tis even thus — Great ISiVA I adore ; 



Thus would my steadfiist heart his love obtain, 
For this I ^bdlj bear the toil and pain ; 
Surely the strong deore, the earnest will, 

May win some fiftTOiir from his mercy still" 

« Lady," cried he, " that mi^ty Lord I know, 
Ever his presence bringeth oaie and woe, 

And wouldBt thou still a second time prepare 

The sorrows of his fearful life to share ? 

Pelnded Maid, how shall thy tender hand, 

Becked with the nnptial bracelet's jewelled band. 

Be clunspcd in his, when fearful serpents twine 

In scaly horror round that ann divine ? 

How shall thy robe, with gay ilamingpes gleaming. 

Suit with his coat of hide with blood-drops streaming? 

Of old thy pathway led where flowerets sweet 
Made pleasant carpets for thy gentle feet, 
And e en thy foes would turn in g4ef away 
To see those vermeil-tinted limbs essay, 
Where scattered tresses strew the mournful place, 
Their gloomy path amid the tombs to trace. 

On Siva's heart the funeral ashes rest, 
Say, gentle Lady, shall they stain thy breast^ 
Where the rich tribute of the Sandal trees 
Sheds a pure odour on the amorous breeze ? 

A royal bride returning in thy state, 
The King of Elephants should bear ^y weight : 
How wilt thon brook tiie mockeiy and the Bcom 
When thou on Siva's Bull art meanly borne ? 

Sad that the crescent Moon his crest should be, — 
And shall that mournful fstte be shared by thee ? 
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His crest, the glory of the evening skies, 

His bnde, the moonlight of our wondering eyes i 

Defonned is he — ^hiB aaoestiy imkiioira> 
By vilest gaih his porerty is shown ; 
O fawn-eyed Lady, how should Sita gain 
That heart for which the glorious strive in vain ? 
No charms hath he to win a maiden's eye, 
Cease from thy Penance, hnsh the froitless sigh ! 
Unmeet is he thy foithfol heart to isiiare, 
Child of the Mountain, Maid of beauty rare t 
Not mid the gloomy tomhs do Sages raise 
The holy aitar of their piay» and piaise." 

I 

Ira patient Uma listened ; the quick blood 
Kuflhed to her temples in an angry flood ; 
Her qniyering lip, her darkly-flashing eye 
Told that the tempest of .her wrath was nigh ; 
Proudly she spoke : — How couldst tk&u tell arig 
Of one like Siva, perfect, infinite ! 
'Tis ever thus, the Mighty and the Just 
Are scorned by sonls ^t groTel in the dust ; 
Their lofty goodness and their motiyes wise 
Shine all in vain before such blinded eyes ; 
Say who is greater, he who strives for power, 
Or he who socconrs in misfortone's honr ? 
Refbge of Worlds, 0 how should Sita ddgn 
To look on men enslaved to paltry o^in ? 
The spring of wealth himself, he careth nought 
For the vile treasures that mankind have sought ; 
His dweUing*^boe amid the tombs may be, 
Tet Monaich of the three great worlds is he ; 
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Wliat though no love his outward form may claim, 
The stout heart trembles at his awful name ; 
Who can declare the wonders of his might, 
The Trident-wielding God, who knows ari^t I 
Whedier avoond him deadly scrpmts twine, 
Or if his jewelled wreaths more hri^htly shine ; 
Whether in rough and wrinkled hide arrayed, 
Or silken xobe, in glittering folds displayed^ — 
If on his bfow tlie creseent moon be bear, 
Or if a shrunken skull be witheriiig there ! 
The funeral ashes touched by him ac<][uire 
The glowing lustre of eternal fire ; . 
Falling in golden showers, the Heavenly Maids 
Delight to poor them on their shining braids. 

What though no treasures fill his storehouse fuii^ 
What though he ride upon his homed buU ; 
Not e'en may Indba in his pride withhold 
The lowly homage tiiat is hk of old, — 
But turns his raging Elephant to meet 
His mighty Lord, and bows before his feet. 
Bight piood to colour them rich rosy red 
With the bright flowers that debk his prostrate head. 

Thy slanderous tongiie proclaims thy evil mind, 
Yet in thy speech 07te word of truth we find ; 
Unknaujn thoa call'st him, — ^how Bhouid mortal man 
Count when the days of Beahma's Lord began ? 
But cease tlie.se idle words, — thougli all be true, 
His failings many and his virtues few, 
Still dings my heart to him, its chosen Lord, 
Nor&ils nor &ultei8 at thy treacherous word. 

Dear Maiden, bid yon uuger boy depart, 
Why should the tdanderou^ tale defile his heart ? 
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Most guilty who tlie faithlefis speech begins^ 

But lie wlio stays to listen also sins." 

She turned away^ — with wiatk her bosoxn swellingy 
Its vest of biurk In angiy pride lepelfing, — 
But sadden, lo, before her wonderino; eyes 
111 altered form bhe sees tlie Sage arise ; 
'Tifl Siva's self before the astonished Maid, 
In all his gentlest majesty displayed ; 
She saw, she tiembled**-]ike a river's course, 
Checked for a moment in its onward force, 
By some huge rock amid the torrent hurled 
Where erst the foaming waters madly curled ; 
One foot uplifted shall she torn away ? 
Unmoyed the otiiei^—ehall the Maiden stay ? 
The silver Moon on Siva's forehead shone, 
While softly spake the God in gracious tone : — 

0 gentle Maiden, wise and iarae of soul, 
Lo, now I bend beneaih thy sweet control ! 
Won hy thy Penance, and thy holy vows, 
Thy willmg slave Siva before thee bows T' 

He spake^ and mshing through her languid firame 

At his dear words returning vigour came ; 
She knew but this, that all her cares were o'er. 
Her sorrows ended^ she should weep no more ! 
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Now gentle Uma bade a damsel bear 
To SiTA, Soul of All, her maid^ prayer 
'^Wait die lugh sanction of HihXlata's will, 

And iisk his daughter from the royal Hill." 
Then ere the God, her own dear Lord, replied. 
In Unshing loTelineas she sought his side^ 
Thus the young Mango haib the approaching Spring 

By its own tuneful bird"^ sweet welcoming. 

In Uma's ear he softly whispered, yea^ 
Then scarce conld tear him from her anns away, 

Swift with a thought he summoned from above 
The Seven bright Saints to bear his tale of love ; 
They came, and She, the Heavenly Dame, was there, 
Lighting with glories all the radiant air — 
Jost freshly hathed in sacred Ganoa's tide, 
Gemmed with the dancing flowers that deck her side, 
And richly scented with the nectarous rill. 
That heavenly Elephants from their hrows distil. 
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Fair strings of pearl their radiant fingers bold, 
Clothed are their limbs in bermii-ooats of gold ; 
Their loflaries^ laige gems of countLefls price, 
Shone like the fruit that glows in FaFadise, 
As though the glorious trees that blossom there 
Had sought the forest for a Life of Prayer. 
With all his thonaand beams the Ood of I^ay, 
Urging his oonners down the sloping ^ay, 
His banner furled at the approach of Night, 
Looks up in reverence on those Lords of Light. 

Anoient Greatois ! — ^thns the Wise, who know. 
Gave them a name in ages long ago — 
With Bkatima joiniDg id Creation \s plan, 
And perfecting the work His will began ; 
Still firm in Penance, though the hennit-TOW 
Bears a ripe harvest for Sages now. 

Brighest in glory mid that glorious band 
Did the fair Queen, the Heavenly Lady, stand ; 
Fijung her loving eyes upon her spouse. 
She seemed just sent to crown the Sage's vows 
With sweet immortal joy — ^the dearest prize 
Strong prayer could merit from the envious skies. 

With equal honour on the Queen and all 
Did the kind glance of Siva's welcome £bJ1 ; 
No partial &vonT by the Good is shown, 
They count not station, but thu deed alone. 
So fair she shone upon his raptured view, 
He longed for Wedlock's heavenly pleasures too,-* 
What hath sach power to lead the sotd above 
By Virtae's pathway, as a dear Wife's love ! 
Scarce liad the holy motive lent its aid 
To knit great Siva to the Mountain-Maid, 
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When ElMA ti spirit tliat had swooned in fear 
Breathed ooce again and deemed foigiyeneBB near. 

The ancient Sages reverently adured 
The World's great Father and its Sovran Lord^ 
And while a soft ecstatic thziUing ran 
O'er their celestial ftames, ihej thus began :— > 

"Glorious the firait otur Holy Studio hear, 
Our constant Penance, Sacrifice and Prayer, 
For that high place within thy thoughts we gain 
Which fuusj atriveB to reach, but longp in yam I 
How blest is he, the glory of the Wise, 
Deep in whose thoughtful breast thy Godhead lies ! 
But who may tell his joy who rests enshrined, 
0 Brahma's great Creator, in thy mind ! 

We dwell on high above the cold Moon's ray, 
Beneath out mansion glows the God of Day, 
But now thy faTonr lends us brighter beams. 
Blest with thy love our Star unchanging ^eams. 

How shonld we tell what soul-entrancing bUss 
Enthrals onr spirit at an hour like this ? 
Great Lord of All, thou Sool of Life indwellmg 
We crave one w<ffd thy wondrous nature telling — 
Though to onr eyes Uiy outward foxm be s&own, 
How can we know thee as thoa shouldst be known I 
In this thy pr^ent shape, we pray thee, say 
Dost thou create ? dost thou preserve or slay ? 
But speak thy wish ; called 6om our starry rest 
We wait, 0 Sita, fear our Lord's behest." 

Then answered thus that Sovran Lord — the while 
Plashed fiom his dazzling teeth so white a smile, 
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The Moon that eioimed him pomed a laiger stream 
Of living glory from that pearly ^eam — 

Ye know, great Sages of a race divine, 
No seliish want e'er promptetli deed of mine ; 
Do not the Forms— eight varied Forms — I wear, 
The troth of this to all the World declare ? 

Now, as that thirsty hird that drinks the rain 
Prays the kind clouds of Heaven to soothe its pain, 
So the Gods pray me, trembling neath their foe, 
To send a Child of mine and end their woe ; 
I seek the Monntain-Maiden as my hride, 
Our hero San shall tame tlio Demon's pride, — 
Thus the Fnest bids the holy Fire arise, 
Struck from the wood to aid the Sacrifice. 

Go, ask HimIlata for the lovely Maid, 
Blest axe those bridals which the Holy aid ; 
So shaU more glorious honours gild my name. 
And win the father yet a prouder fame. 

Nor, 0 ye heavenly Sages, need I teach 
What for the Maiden's hand shall be yoor speech, 
For still the Wise in worthiest honour hold 
The rules and procepts ye ordained of old,-» 
This Lady too shall aid your mission there, 
Best for soeh task a skilM Matron's care. 

And now, my heralds, to your task away, 
Where proud Himalaya holds bis royal sway ; 
Then meet me where this mighty torrent raves 
Down the steep channel with its headlong waves*" 

Thus while that holiest One his love confessed. 
The Hermits . listened ; kom their saintly breast 
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Fled the false shame that yet had lingered there, 
And Love and Wedlock beamed divinely fiur. 

On through the Heaven, o'er tracts of swordlike blue, 
Towards the gay City, swift as thought, they flew, — 
Bright with high domes and paiaoea most £ur, 
As if pnnid Alaka weie planted there. 
Or Paradise poured forth, in showers that bless, 
The rich overflowings of its loveliness. 

Bonnd lofty toweis adorned with gems and gold 
gnaidian stream the holy Gakoa xoUed ; 
On every side, tiie lampanVs glowing crown, 
Brifi^ht wreaths of fragrant flowers hung waving down, — 
Flowers that might tempt the Maids of heavenly birth 
To linger fondly o'er that pride of earth. 

Their noble Elephants, onmoved by feast, 
The distant roaring of the Lions hear ; 
In beauty peerless, and unmatched in speed. 
Their thonsand coorBers of celestial breed ; 
Through Hhsa broad streefai bright Sylphs and Minstieb rove, 
Their dames are Goddesses of btream and grove. 

Hark ! the drum echoes louder and more loud 
From glittering halls whose spires are wrapt in cloud — 
It were the thunder, but that voice of fear 
Falls not in measured time upon the ear. 
'Tis balmy cool, for many a heavenly tree, 
With quivering leaves and branches waving free, 
Sheds a delightful freshness through the air — 
Fans which no toil of man has stationed there. 

The crystal chambers where they feast at night 
Flash back the beamings of the starry light,-*- 
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So brightly pure that silver glory 'b shed, 1 
Playing 80 fondly lound each bennteoiis head, 
That dl seem gifted fiom thoee Lights above 
With richest tokens of superior love. 

How hlest its Maidens ! cloudlejs& is their day. 
And radiant herhs illume their nightly way ; ^ 
No term of days, but endless youtK they Yaaow, . 
No Death save him who bears the Flowery Bow ; 
Their direst swoon, their only fraiuy this — 
The trance of Love, the ecstasy of bliss ! 

Ne'er can their lovers for one hour withstand 
The frown, the qniyering lip, the scomfnl band, 
But seek forgiveness of the angry fair, 
And woo her smile with many an earnest prayer. 

Around, wide gardens spread their pleasant bowers, 
Where the bxi^t Ohampac opes her fragrant flowera — 
Dear shades, beloved by the Sylphs that roam 
In dewy evening from their mountain home. 

Ah! why ^onld mortals fondly strive to gain 
Heaven and its j s by oeaseleBS toil and pain ? ; 

E'en the Saints envied as their steps drew near, 

And owned a brighter Heaven was opened here. 

They lighted down ; braided was eadi loi^ treas, 

Bright as the pictored flame, as motionless ; 

Himalaya's palace-warders in amaze 

On the Seven tSages turned their eager gaze, 

A noble company of oelestial race 

Wbm each in cnder of his years had plaoe, — 

Glorious, as wliMi the Suh, his head inclining. 

Sees his own image mid. the waters shining. 
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To greet them with a gift HinXlata aped. 
Earth to her centre shaking at his tread ; 

By his dark lips with mountain metals dyed, 
His arms like pines that clothe his lofty side-^ 
By his pvond stature, by his stony breast, 
Lord of the Snowy Hills he stood oonfest 

On to his Councii-hall he led the way, 
Nor failed due honour to the Saints to pay : 
On oonch of reed the Monarch bade them rest. 
And ihos with uplift hands those Heavenly Lords addressed : 

Like soft rain falling from a cloudless sky, 
Or fruit, when bloom has failed to glad the eye, 
So are ye welcome, Sages ; thus I feel 
Ecstatic thxiUing o'er my spirit steal, 
Changed, like dull senseless iron to hnming gold, 
Or some rapt creature, when the Heavens unfold. 
To eyes yet dim with tears of earthly care, 
The rest, the pleasues, and the glory there. 

Long pilgrim bands from this auspicions day 
To my pure hill shall bend their constant way ; 
Famed shall it be o'er all the lands around. 
For where the Qood have been is holy ground. 
Now am I doubly pure, for Oakoa's tide 
Falls on my head from Heaven and laves my side ; 
Henceforth I boast a second stream as sweet, 
The water. Sages, that has touched your feet 

Twice by yonr &Tonr is HmiiiATA blest, — 
This towery moontain that your feet hare prest. 
And this my moving form is happier still 
To wait your bidding, to perlbrm your will. 

These mighty limbs that £11 the Heayen's expanse 
Sink down, o'erpowered, in a blissfnl trance ; 
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So bright your presence — at the glorious sight 
My brooding shades of darkness torn to lights 
The gloom that haimts my monntaan caverns flies^ 
And cloudy passion in the spirit dies. 

0 say, if here your arrowy course ye sped 
To throw fresh glory round my towering head ? 
Surely your wish, ye Mighty Ones, can crave 
No aid, no service from your willing slave, 
Yet deem me worthy of some high behest, 
The Lord commandeth, and the slave is blest. 
Declare your pleasure, then, bright Heavenly Band, 
We crave no guerdon bnt yonr sole o(»nmand ; 
Yours are we all, Himalaya and his bride, 
And this dear maiden child our hope and pride." 

Not once he spake — ^his cavern months aionnd 

In hollow eclioings gave again the sound. 
Of all who speak beyond compare the best, 
Anqiras answered at the Saint's request : — 

This power hast thoo, great King, and mightier hat. 
Thy mind is lofty as thy summits are ; 
Sages say truly, Vishnu is thy name, 
His spirit breatheth in thy mountain frame ; 
Within the caverns of thy boundless breast 
All things that move and all that move not rest 

How on his head so soft, so delicate, 
Could the great Snake uphold the huge Earth's weight. 
Did not thy roots, far-reaching down to Hdil, 
Bear up the bnrden and assist him well ? 

Thy streams of praise, thy pure rilU' ceaseless flow 
Make gUd the nations wheresoe'r they go, 
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Till» shedding purity <m eyeiy side, 

They sink at length in boundless Ocean's tide. 

Blest is fair Ganqa, for her heavenly stream 
Flows from the feet of him that sits supreme. 
And blest once more, 0 mighty Hill, is she 
That her ^ght wateis spring anew from thee ! 
Vast grew his body when the avenging God 
In three huge strides o'er all Creation trod — 
Above, below, his form increased, but thou 
Wast erer ^orions and as yast as now. 
By theeis&med Svhbbit forced to hide 
His Hashing rays and j)iiiniicles of pride, 
For thou hast won thy station in the Skies 
Mid the great Gods who claim the Satnifice. 

Firm and unmoved ramains thy lo% hill, 
Tet then canst bow before the Holy still ; 
Now — ^for the glorious work will fall on thee — 
Hear thou the cause of this our embassy : 
We also. Mountain Monarch, since we bear 
To thee the message, in the labour share ; 
The Highest, Mightiest, Noblest One, adored 
By the proud title of our Sovran Lord — 
The Orescent Moon upon his brow bears he, 
His all the wondrous powers of Deity — 
He in this Earth and varied Forms displayed, 
Bound each to other by exchange of aid, 
Guides the great World and all the things that are. 
As flying coursers whirl the glittmng oar. 
Whom good men seek with holy Thought and Prayer, 
Who fills their breast and makes his dwelling there ; 
When Saints, we read, his lofty sphere attain 
Th^ ne'er may M to this base earth again — 
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His MefiBengerB, great King* we crave the band 
Of thy fair daughter at the God's oammand ; 
At such blest onion, as of Truth and Voice, 
A fiktber's heart ehonld grieye not, but rejoice* 
Her Lord is Father of the World, and she 
Of all that liveth shall the Mother be; 
Gods that adore hini with the Neck of Bine 
In homage bent shall hail the Lad v too. 
And give a glory to her feet with gems 
That sparkle in their priedess diadems. 

Hear what a roU shall blazon forth thy line^^ 
Maid, Father, Suitor, Messengers divine ! 
Give him the chosen Lady, and aspire 
To call thy Son the llniTeise's Sire — 
He landeth none but all mankind shall raise 
To Him through endless time the songs of praise." 

Thus while he spake the Lady bent her head 
To hide her cheek, now blushing rosy red, 
And numbered o'et with seining care the while 
Her Lotus petals in sweet maiden guile. 

With pride and joy Himalaya's heart beat high. 
Yet ere he spake he lodged to Mena's eye— * 
Pull well he knew a mother'is gcnde care 
Learns her child's heart and Love's deep secret there. 
And this the hour, he felt, when £ibthcrs seek 
Her eye for answer or her changing cheek. 
His eager look HikIlata soavee had bent . 
When Mena^s eye beamed back her ^ad assent— ~ 
0 gentle Wives ! your fondest wish is still 
To have with him you love one heart, one will i 
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He tluew his amw around the blushiiig Maid 
In queenly garment and in gems anaycd, 

Awhile was silent, then in rapture cried, 
Come, 0 my daughter ! Come, thou destined bride 

Of BiYAy Lozd of All — ^this glorious band 

Of Saints have songlit thee al the God's command, 

And I thy Sire this happy day obtain 

The best reward a father's wish would gain ! '* 
Then to the Saints he cried : — Pure Hermits, see 

The Spouse of Sita gieets yonr company ! 

They looked in raptnre on the Maid, and poured 

Their fullest blessing on her Heavenly Lord ; 

So low she bowed, the gems that decked her hair 

And sparkled in her ear fell loesened there ; 

Then witii sweet modesty and joy opprest 

She hid her bluohes on the Lady's breast, 

Who cheered the mother weeping for her child, 

Her own dear Uma, till again she smiled — 

Such bliss and glory should be hers above. 

Yea, mighty k^iVA'd undivided love. 

They named the fourth for Um a's nuptial day ; 
Then sped the Sages en their homeward way : 

And thanked by Siva with a gracious eye 
Sought their bright rest amid the stars on high. 
Through all those weaiy days the lover sighed 
To wind his fond arms round his gentle bride — 
Oh, if the Lord of Heaven could find no rest. 
Think, think how Love — strong Love,— <»n tear a mortal's 
breast ! 
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In light uid glory dawned the expected day 

Blest with a kindly star's anspicious ray, 
When gaily gathered at Himalaya's call 
His kmsmeii to the solemn festivaL 

Through the hroad City ereiy dame 's awake 
To grace the bridal fur her Monarch's sake ; 
So great their love for him, this single care 
Makes one vast household of the thousands there. 

Heayen is not brighter than the royal street 
Where flowers lie scattered neath the nobles* feet. 
And banners waving to the breeze unfold 
Their silken broideiy over gates of gold. 

And she, their child, upon her bridal day 
Bears her dear parents' every thought away — 
So, when £rom distw&t shores a Mend retnms, 
With deep^ lore each inmost spirit bnms — 
So, when grim Death testoies his prey again 
Joy brighter shines from memory of pain. 

F 2 



68 



THE BIRTH OF THE WAB-OOD. 



Each nobk matron of Himalaya's race 

Folds his dear Uma in a long embrace, 

Pours blessings on her head, and prays her take 

Some priceless jeweL for her Midship's sake. 

With sweetest influence a star of power 
Had joined the spotted Moon — at that blest hour 
To deck fair Uma many a noble dame 
And many a genile maid assiduons came ; 
And well she graced their toil, more brightly fair 
With feathery o^ass and wild flowers in her hair — 
A silken robe flowed free below her waist^ 
Her snmptnoos head a glittering arrow graced — 
So shines the yont^ nnclonded Moon at last, 
Greeting the Sun, its darksume season past. 

Sweet-scented Lodra dust and Sandal dyed 
The delicate beauties of the £ur young bride, 
Vdled with a soft light robe : her tiring-girls 
Then led her to a chamber decked with pearls 
And paved with sapphires, where the lulling sound 
Of choicest music breathed divinely round. 
There o'er the Lady's limbs they poured by turns 
Streams of pure water from their golden urns. 

Fresh from the coolino^ bath the lovely Maid 
In fiurest white her tender form arrayed— 
So opes the ¥j6a» all her shining floweiB 
Lured from thdr buds by softly ftlHng showers. 
Then to a court with canopies o'erhead 
A crowd of noble dames the Maiden led— 
A court for solemn rites^ where gems and gold 
Adorn the pallais that the roof uphold. 
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Thm on a oonch they aei her with her &oe 
Turned toward the East — 00 loTely then the gnMSO 

Of that dear Maid, so ravisliing her smile, 
£ en her attendants tamed to gaze awhile^ 
For though the brighteet gems anmnd her lay. 
Her brighter beanty stole their eyes away. 

Through her lox^ tresses one a flower-wreath wound. 
And one with fragrant grass her temples crowned, 
While o'er her head sweet clouds of incenM rolled 
To dry and pedvme eyery shining £»]d. 
Bright dyes of Saffion and the soented wood 
Adorned her beauty, till the Maiden stood 
Fairer than Ganga when the Love-biids play 
O'er sandy islets in her sUveiy bay. 

To what rare beanty shall her maids oompaie 
Her clear brow shaded by her gloss}^ hair ? 
Less dazzling pure the sacred Lotus shines 
Fleoked by the thronging bees in dnaky lines-^ 
Less bright the Moon, when a dark band of dond 
Enhances beauties which it could not shroud. 

Behind her car a head of harley drew 
The eye to gaze upon its golden hue. 
But then her cheek with glowing Safem dyed 
To rioher beanty called the glance aside ; 
Thoiio^h from those lips where Beauty's guerdon lay 
The vermeil tints were newly washed away. 
Yet o'er them^ as she smiled, a ray was thrown 
Of quiTeiing brightness that was all tiieir own. 

" Lay this dear foot upon thy lover's head 
Crowned with the Moon ! — the huighing maiden said. 
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Who dyod her Lady's leet — ^no word spake she, 

But beat her with her flower- wreath playfuily. 

Then tiring-women took the jetty dje 
To gnaid, not deok, the beaaty ai her eye 
Whose languid half-shut gknces might eompare 

With Lotus loaves just opening to the air ; 
And as iresh gems adorned her neck and arms. 
So quickly chang^ grew the Maiden's chaniis» 
Like some fiur plant where hud soooeeding hod 
Unfolds new beauty ; or a silver flood 
Where gay birds follow quickly ; or like Night, 
When crowding staEB come forth in all their light. 

Oft as the minor woold her ^anoe beguile 
She longed to meet her Lord's approving smile^ 
Her tasteful skill the timid maid essays 
To win one smile of love, one word of praise. 

The happy Mother took the golden dye 
And raised to hers young Uma's beaming eye — 
Then swelled her bosom with maternal pride 
As thns she deoked her darling for a bride — 
Oh, she had longed to trace on that fiiir brow 
The nuptial line, yet scarce could mark it now ! 

On Uma's rounded arm the woollen band 
Was fixt securely by the Nurse's hand — 
Blind witii the tears that filled her swimming eye^ 
In vain the Mother strove that hand to tie. 
Spotless as curling foam-flakes stood she there, 
As yielding soft, as graceful and as fair — 
Or like the gloiy of an autumn night 
Eobed by the fall Moon in a yeil of light 
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Tlien ftt lier Mother's best, the Maid adored 

Tlic s})irit of high ancestral Lord, 

Nor tailed she next the noble Dames to groet, 

And give due honour to thdr reverend feet 

Thefy raised the Maiden as die bowed her head — 

" Thine be the fulness of Ms love ! " — the^ said ; 

Half of his being, blessing higii as this 

Can add no rapture to her perfect bliss. 

Well-pleased HmiCiiATA viewed the pomp and piide 
Meet for his daughter, meet for Siva s bhde, 
Then sought the Hall with all his friends to wait 
The biidfigroom's coming with a Monarch's state. 

Meanwhile by Heavenly Matrons' ease displayed 

Upon Kuv era's lofty mount were laid 
The ornaments of Siva, which of yore 
At his first nnptiab Fdba's eonqneror wore ; 
He laid his hand upon the drees, but how 
Shall robes so sad, so holy, grace him now ? 

His own dire vesture took a shape as fair 
As genUe bxid^groom e'er could wish to wear — 
The withecing scdl that ^aaed the efye widi dread. 
Shone a bright coronal to grace his Iiead ; 
That Elephant's hide the God had worn of old 
Was now a silken xobe inwrought with gold ; 
Ere this his body was with dust besprent, 
Soft unguodt now it shed delightful scent ; 
And that mid-eye which gUttering like a star 
Shot the wild terror of its glance a&r — 
So soltly now its golden radiance beamed — 
A mark of i^oiy on his forehead seemed. 
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His twining serpenta, destined still to be 

The pride and honour of the Deiijr, 

Changed bat their bodies — in each Bparkling crest 

The blazing gems still shone their loveliest. 

What need of jewels on the brow of Him 

Who weafB the Orescent Moon ? — ^no spot may dim 

Its jouthfni beanty, e'en in li^t of day 

Shedding the glory of its quenchless ray. 

Weil-pleased the God in ail his pride arrayed - • 
Saw his loight image minored in the bhidc 
Of the huge sword they brought ; then calmly leant 
On Nandi's arm, and toward his Bull he went, 
Whose broad back covered with a tiger's hide, 
Was steep to dimb as Mount Kailasa's side» 
Yet the dread monster humbly ehrank for fear 
And bowed in reverence liA his Lord drew near. 

The Matrons followed him, a saintly throng, 
Their ear-rings waving as they dashed along-- 
Sweet fiMses, with such glories round them shed 
As made the air one lovely Lotus bed. 
On Hew those bright Ones — Kali came behind, 
The skalls that decked her rattling in the wind : 
Like the dark rack that scuds across the sky, 
With herald Li^tning and the Crane's shrDl ay. 

Hark ! from the glorious bands that lead the way, 
Harp, drum, and pipe, and shrilling trumpet's bray, 
Burst through the sky upon the startled ear 

And tell the Gods the hour of worship 'js near. 

They came ; the Suu presents a silken shade 
Whidi Heaven's own artist for the God had made, 



vma's rbidal. 



Gilding his brows, as though blight Gauqa rolled 
Adown his holy bead her waves of gold* 
She in her Ooddees-shape diyinely fair, 

And Yamuna, sweet River-Nymph, were there, 
Fanning their Lord, that imcj still might deem 
Swans waved their pinioiis round each Lady d the Stream. 

E'en Bbahma came — Creator — Lord of Might, — 
And Vishnu glowing from the realms uf light ; 
" Bide on ! " they cried, " thine, thine lor ever be 
The strengthy the gloiy, and the Tictoiy 
To swell bis trinmph thai high blessing came 
Like holy oil npon the rising flame. 
In those Three Persons the one God was shown. 
Each First in place, each Last, — ^not one alone ; 
Of SiTA^ VisHiiu, Brahka, each may be 
First, second, third, among the Blessed Three. 

By Indba led, each World-npholding Lord 
With folded hands the mighty God adored, — 
In homble robes anayed, the pomp and pride 
Of prions Deity were laid aside ; 
Tliey isigned to Nakdi, and the favourite's hand 
Goided his eye upon the suppliant band. 

He spake to Vishnu, and on Ijtdba smiled. 
To B&AHHA bowed — the Lotas' mystic child ; 
On all the hosts of heaven his friendly eye 
Beamed duly welcome as they crowded nigh. 
The Seven Great Saints their blessings o'er him shed. 
And tiras in answer, with a snule, he said : — 

Hul, mighty Sages! hail, ye Sons of Light! 
My chosen Priests to celebrate this rite/' 



74 



THB BIBTH OF THB WAB-QOD. 



Now in sweet tonee the Heavenly MinstidB tell 
His pnuse, beneath whose might Tbipitra Ml ; 

He moves to go ; from his Moon-crcst a ray 
Sheds quenchless light on hia triumphant way. 
On through the air his swift BnU bore him weU» 
Deeked nith the gold of man j a tinkling bell ; 
Tossing from time to time his liead on liigli, 
Enwreathcd with deads as he tiew racing by. 
As though in fiuions duoge he had uptom 
A bank of day upon his mighty hmL 

Swiftly they came where in its beauty lay 
The City subject to Himalaya's sway — 
No foeman's foot had ever trod those halls. 
No fordgn bands encamped around the walls ; 

Siva's bright glances fixed their eager hold 
On that fair City as with threads of gold. 

The God whose neck still ^eams with clondy bine 
Bnist on the wondering people's upturned view, 
And on the e;irth descended, from the path 
His shafts once dinted in avenging wratL 

Forth £rom the gates a noble army poured 
To do meet honour to the mighty Lord ; 
With all his friends on Elephants of state 
The King of Mountains passed the City gate. 
So gaily decked, the Princes all were seen 
Like moving hills inwrapt in boweiy g^n. 

As <lie full rushing of two streams that pour 
Beneath one bridge with loud tumultuous roar, 
So through the City's open gate streamed in 
Mountains and Gods with tumult and with din. 
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So glori<ni8 wm the sight, — ^wonder and Bhame, 
When Siva bowed him, o'er the Monarch came; 
He koffw not he had hent his loftj crest 
In leTcrent gieeting to his heaTenly gnest 

HtmXlaya, joying in the feitiye day, 
Before the immortal Bridegroom led the way 
Where heaps of gay flowers burying half the f&ei 
Laj bieatlung odoniB through the cioifded stroet. 

CamleeB of all beside, each Lady's eye 
Must gaze on Siva a^j the troop sweeps by : 
One dark-eyed beauty will not stay to bind 
Her long black tresseB, floating nnoonfined, 
Save by her littie band ; her floweiy crown 
Hanging n^lected and unfastened down. 
One from her maiden tore her foot away 
On which the dye, all wet and streaming, lay, 
And o'er the chamber nuhing in her haste, 
Where'er she stepped, a erimson footprint tnced. 
Another at the window takes her stand ; 
One eye is dyed, — the pencil in her hand ; 
Here mns an eager maid, and ranning, holds 
Loose and ungirt her flowing mantle's folds, 
Wliikt, tks blic strives to close the piirting vest, 
Its brightness gives new beauty to her breast. 

Oh! whatasi£^t! the crowded windows there 
With eager fiices ! ezoeUently fidr. 
Like honied lilies — for their dark eyes fling 
(^uick glances quivering like the wild bee s wing. 



Onward in peerless glory Siya passed, 
Gay banners o'er his way their shadows cast — 
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Each palace doiiie» each pinnaole and height 
OatcluDg new lustre from bis creBt of light. 

On swept the pageant,—- on the God alone 
The eager glances of the dam^ were thrown ; 
On his blight fonn they fed the laptorons gaie, 
And only tamed to marvel and to pialse : — 

Oh, and wisely, sneh a Lord to gain 
The Mountain -Maid endured the toil and pain ; 
To be his slave were joy — ^but Oh, how blest 
The wi£e^<he loved one— lying on his breast! 

Sniely in vain, had not the Loid of Life 
Matched this fond bridegroom and tkia loving wife, 
Had been his wish to give the Worlds a mould 
Of perfect beanty !^&lsely have they told 
How the young FloweMnned God was bnmt by fire 
At the red flash of Siva's vengeful ire — 
No, — jealous Love a faiier form confessed 
And cast away his own^ no more the loveliest. 

How ^orions is the Mountain King, how proud 
Earth's stately pillar, girt aboat with dead! 
Now will he lift his lofty head more high 
Knit close to Sita by this holy tie." 

Such words of praise from many a bright-eyed dame 

On Siva's ear with soothing witchery came : 
Through the broad streets mid loud acclaim he rode, 
And reached the palace where the King abode ; 
As leayes the Snn a dond at eventide, 
There he descended from his monster's side. 

Leaning on Vishnu's arm he passed the door 
Where mighty B&ahma entered in before : 
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Next Ihdsa came, and all the Host of Heayen, 
The noble Saints and those great Sages aeveii ; 

Then led they Siva to a royal seat, 
Fair gifts they brought, for such a bridgegroom meet 
With all due rites, the honey and the milk, 
Bkh gems were offered and two zbbes of silk. 

At length by skilful Chamberlains arrayed 
They led the lover to the royal Maid. 
Thns doth the Moon disturb the tranqnil lest 
Of Ocean glittering with his fi>amy crest, 
And leads him on, his proud waves swelling o*er, 
To leap with kisses on the clasping shore. 
He gazed on Um a ; — from his lotus eyes 
Flashed oat the fafrtofe of his prond sofprise, 
Then calm the current of his spirit lay 
Like the world basking in an Autumn day. 

They met ; and true love's momentary shame 
O'er the blest brid«gioom and his dailing came ; 
Bye looked to eye — but quivering as they met. 
Scarce dared to trust the rapturous gazing yet. 

In the Qod's hand the Priest has duly laid 
The ladiant fingers of the Mountain-Maid^ 
Bright, as if Loyb with his dear' S|^^) rays of red 
Had sought that refiige in his hour of dread ; 
From hand to hand the soft infection stole, 
Till each oonliessed it in the inmost souL 
Fire filled his veins — ^with joy she trembled ; such 
The magic influence of that thrilling touch ! 

How grows their b^uty, when two lovers stand 
Eye fizt on eye — ^hand fondly linkt in Jiand i 
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Then how, unbkmicd, may inortrU minstrel dare 
To paint in words the beauty of that pair ! 

Aroond the fire in aoknm rite they trod — 
The lovely Lady and the glorious God ; 
Like Day and starry Midnight when they meet 
In the broad plains at lofty Meru's feet 
Thrioe at the bidding of the Priest they came 
With swimnung eyes aioimd the holy flame ; 
Then at his word the Bride in order dne 
Into the blazing fire the parched grain tlirew, 
And toward her fuse the scented smoke she drew, 
While sofdy inreaihing o'er her cheek it hnng, 
And Tonnd her ean in flower>like beanty clung. 

As o'er the incense the sweet Lady stooped, 
The ear of barley irom her tresses drooped, 
And rested on her cheek, beneath the eye 
Still hrightlj beaming with the jetty dy& 

** This flame be witness of your wedded life,— - 
Be jiist^ then Husband, and be true, then Wife ! ' 
Such was the ivriestly blessing on the Bride^ — 

Eiigcr she listened, as the Eartli when dried 
By parching Summer ^uns drinks deeply in 
The first soft dro^iings when the lains b^n. 

" Look, gentle Uma," cried her Lord, " afar 
Seest thou the brightness of yon polar star ? 
Like that unchanging ray thy fidth must shine ! " 
Sobbing, she whiqieied, YeB^ for ever thinej," 

The rite is o'er — her joyiul parents now 
At Baaama's feet in duteous leyerence bow : 
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TheD to fair Uma spake the gracious Power 
Who sits enthioned upon the Lotos flower 
" 0 beantifiil Lady, happy shalt thou be, 

And hero children r?hall be born of thee ! " 
Then looked in silence, — vain the hope to bless 
The Bridegroom, Sita, with more hairiness ! 

Then from the Altar, as prescribed of old, 

They turned, and rested upon seats of gold : 

And, as the Holy Books for men ordain, 

Wm sprinkled duly with the moistened grain. 

High o'er their heads sweet Beanty's Queen displayed 

Upon a stem of reed a cool green sliade, 

While the young Lotus-leaves of which 'twas made 

Seemed aa Ui^ glistened to the wondering view 

All richly pearled with drope of beady dew. 

In twofold language on each glorious licad 

The Queen of Speeeh her richest blessings shed ; 

In strong, pure, godlike uttenmoe for his ear. 

To her in liquid tones, soft, beautifaDy dear. 

Now for awhile they gaze where Maids divine 
In graceful ptey the ezprsssiTe dance entwine, 
Whose eloquent motions, with an Actor's art, 
Show to the life the passions of the heart. 

The rite was ended ; then the Heavenly band 
Ftoyed Siva, raising high the suppliant hand : — 
Now, for the dear sake of thy lovdy Bride, 

Have pity on the gentle God" — they cried — 
" Whose tender body thy fierce wrath has slain : 
Give all his honour, all his might again ! " 
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Well pleased, he smiled, — the gracious answer gave, 
Siva liimself now yields him Kama's slave. — 
Wli«D dulj giv^ the Qie«i will ae'ef despise 
The gentle plesidiiig of the Good and Wise. 

Now have they left the wedded Fair alone^ 
And Siva takes her hand within his own 
To lead his dading to the bridal bower, 
Decked with bright gold and all her snmptuous dower. 
She blushes sweetly as her maidens there 
Look with arch smiles and glances on the Pair, 
And for one moment, while the damsels stay, 
Fkom him she loves tarns her dear fiice awaj. 
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The Hin<ln Doity of War, the lea l, i of the celestial armirs, is 
known hy the luuaes Kartikeya and bkanda ; he is re|ir. rented 
witli six faces aud corresponding arms, and is mounted uj>on a 
peacock. 

Himalaya.'] Mansion of Snow ; from himay snow, and dlagfo^ 
mansion. The accent is on tlie second syllable. 

Prithu.'] It is said that in the reign of this fabulous Monarchy 
Crods, Saints, Demons, and other Bupematural beings, drained or 
milked from the Earth various treasures, appointing seTerally one of 
their own class as the recipient, or Caff, to use the word of the 
legend. Himala^'a was thus highly favoured by the sacred Mount 
Meini, and the other lulls. The story is found in the sixth chapter 
of the Uarimnsa, which forms a supplement to the Great Bhdrat, 

St iU the fair pearls^ &c.] It was at any late the poetical belief of 
the Hindus that Elephants wore these predons jewels in their heads. 

TiU J7so0mjK ifiiMAvfo, &e.] A class of detni-gode^ the Songstera 
of the Hindii Paiadiae, or India's HeaTsn. 

There magie herbe^ &c.3 Frequent allnaioii Is made by K^dis 
and other Sandoit poets to a phosphoric light emitted by plants at 
night. We are not unacquainted with this phenomenon even in 
our own climate. 

E'en the loild kifie, &c.] The Ch&uri, or long brush, used to whisk 
olF insects and iiies, was with the Hindus what the sceptre is with 
us. It was usually made of the tail-hairs of the Yak, or JBos 
Grunnietu ; thus the poet represents these animals as doing honour 
to the Monaidi of Mountains with theee emblems of sovereignty. 

TTte Seven Great Saints.'] The Iliudu name of the constellation 
UrsaMc^, They will appear as actors iu the course of the poem. 

a 
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A nd once whm Mm*8 miffht.'] We learn from tlie Bdmdyana that 
the Mountaii^ were originally furnished with wings, and that they 
flew through the air with the speed of the wind. For fear lest they 
should suddenly &11 in their flight, Indra, King of the Gods, struck 
4>if their pinions with his thunderbolt ; but Mainaka was preserved 
from a similar fate by the friendship of Ocean, to whom he fled for 
refuge. 

B&m once again, Ac*] The reader will uemcm^er the Hindu 
Itelief in the Transmigration of Souls. The story alluded to by the 
poet 18 this : — ^ Daktka was the son of Brahma and father of SaH^ 
whom, at the reoommenilation of the Rishis, or Sages, he espoused 
to Sim, but he was never wholly reooticiled to the uncouth figure 
and practices of hia son-in-law. Having undertaken to celebrate a 
solemn sacrifice, he invited all the Gods except Siva, which so 
incensed Sati^ tliat slie threw herself into the sacrificial lire.'* — 
(Wilson, Specimens of iiiudu Theatre, Vol. II. p. 263.) The name 
of Satf, meaning good, true, chaste woma% is the modem tSuUe^ as 
it is pronounced and corruptly written. 

As the blue offspring of the Titrquom HilliJ} These hills arc placed 
in Ceylon ; the precious stone giows^ it is said, at the sound of 
tknnder in Uie rainy season. 

At her ttmn penance.'] This is described in the fifth canto. The 
meaning of the name Uma is " Oh, do not 1 

ne Gedi Mgki JUver.2 The celestial Ganges^ whidi fidls firom 
Heaven npon Himilaya's head, and continues its ooime on earth. 

Youj^ Kdma^s arrowj^ Kama, the Hindu Cupid, is armed with a 
bow, the arrows of which are made of flowers. 

And brighter than Asoi as rich leaves,'] Notbing, we are told, can 
exceed tlie beauty of tiiii^ plant \\ hen in full bloom. It is, of course, 
a general favourite with the poets of India. 

Tke ttfwgt o/pearl.2 

'* Then, too, the pearl from out its shell 
Unsightly, in the sunless sea, 
(As 'twere a .s]nrit, forced to dwell 
In form uolovelj) was set free. 
And nnuid the nedk of womaa tiuew 
A it teiUmtd borrowed too," 

Moor&— £<NM9 iff tke Angde, 
Moors is frequently the best interpreter, nnconsdously, of aa 
Indian poet's tbonght. It is worth remarking that the Sanakiit 
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word miilUa, pearl (literally frefid'), signifies also tlio .^}nnl releastil 
fi'um mundane existence, and re-int€grated with iU diviuc urigiuai. 

The stoeetest note the Kiiil ever jENNUvd.] The KoktiOy or AotY, the 
black or Indian Cuckoo, is the Bulbul or Nightingale of Hindustan. 
It 18 also the herald of Spring, Uke its European namesake^ and the 
female bird is the especial measenger of LoTe. 

Whm Ao^ Ndrod."] A divine Sage, aon of Bfahina. 

f%B hofy BulLI animal on which the God Sivaxide% aalndra 

on the elephant. 

TVho takes eight various forms. "\ Siva i.s called Wearer of tlie 
Kight Forms, as being ideitticai with the Five Elements, Mind, 
Individuality, and Crude Matter. 

Whei c the pale Mi><>n on Sn^'i s /arehead,~\ Siva*s crest is the uuw 
Moon, which is sometinu s dcscrihed as forming a third eye in liis 
forehead. We shall hud frequent allusions to this in tlie course of 
the poem. 



CANTO SECOND. 

fV^hile impiom Tdrak,'\ A Demon who, by a lon^ course of 
auatenties, had acquired power even over the Gods. This Hindu 
notion is familiar to meet of ue from Sonthey's ** Cane of Kehdma." 

Whtm^foM Hmu mmy wajf^ Brahma is xepresented with four 
faati^ one towards each point of tiie oompasa. 

Th»mf^Tkm:\ The triad of qualities," a philoaophioal term 
familiar to all the systems of Hind6 speculation ; they are thus 
, explakud in the Tatiwa Samdta^ a text-hook of the S&nkhya 
school:«»<<Kowit is ftBked, What is the < triad of qualities?' It Is 
replied, The triad of qualities consists of * Goodness,* * Foulneee,* and 
* Darkness.* By the ' triad of qualitiea' is meant the ' three quaUties.' 
Goodness is endlessly diversified, accordingly aa it is exemplified in 
oabnness^ lightness, complacent, attainment of wishes^ kindlinesi^ 
contentment, patience^ joy, and the like ; summarily. It consists of 
happiness. 'Foulness * is endlenly diversified, accordingly as it is 
exemplified in grief, distrestf, separation, excitement anxiety, fault- 
findinn^ and the like ; summarily, it consists of pain. * Darkness * 
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is endleedy diTenified, aoeordingly as it is exemplified In enyelop^ 
ment, ignonnoe^ diagust, abjectiieafl^ heayiness, sloth, drowsineafl^ 
intoxication, and the like ; snmmariljr, it ooneists of delusion." 

ThoUf when a longing. Aw:. J " Haviug divided his own substance, 
the mighty power became half male, half female, or nature actioe 
and /NMifOtf.**— lianu, Ch. I. 

So also in the old Orpliic hymn it is said, 

" SSens was » aude ; Zaos beeama » deatideaa danueL** 

The sacred HymtuJ} Contained in the Vedas, or Holy Scriptures 
of the Hindus. 

7Vie IVord of FraiseJ] The mystic syllable om, prefacing all the 
prayers and most of the writings of the Hindus. It implies the 
Indian tHitd, and expresses the Three in Om, 

They hail thcc, NatnreJ] The object of Nature's activity, according 
to the Sankhya system, is ** the final liberation of individual soul." 
" The incompetency of nature, an irrational principle, to institute a 
course of action for a definite purpose, and the unfitness of rational 
soul tit rr-itlatc the acts of an agent whose character it imperfectly 
apprplieuds, constitute a principal argument with the theistical 
Siinkliyas for the necessity of a Providence, to whom the ends of 

existence are known, and by wiiom Nature is guided The 

atheistical S tnkliyas, on the other hand, contend that there is no 
occasion for a guiding i*rovidence, but that the activity of nature, 
for the purpose of accomplishing soul's object, is an intuitive 
necessity, as illustrated in the following passage : — ^As it is a 
function of ndlk, an nninteUigent (sttbBtanos% to nonrisli the salf^ 
so it is the office of the chief principle (natnxe), to liberate the 
souL'* Vtia,Vri^ii*B8dnM^Kdfikd, 

Hail thee the Stranger Spirit^ &c.] " Soul is witness, solitary, 
bystander, spectator, luissive." — Sdnkh. Kdr. verse xix. 

See, Varun's noosc.^ The God of Water. 

fTeai ii Kuoera'g himd,2 The God of Wealth. 

Yamifs aoeptre.'] The God and Jndge of the Dead. 

The Lords of LightJ] The Adityas, twelve in number, are forms 
of the Sun, and appear to represent bun as distinct in each month 
of the year. 

The Rudras.'] A class of demi-gods, eleven in number, said to 
be inferior manifestations of Siva, who also bears this name. 
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E'en as on Earthy &c.] Tims the Commandment, — Thou sbalt 
not kill, is abroiratefl hy \ho injunction to kill cows for sacnfice. 

The kmomljf Teacher*'^ Vrihaspati^ the son of Angiras, 

H%B mm dear jCmBer.] The Iioiii% on which Bnhma is rapre* 
sented redining. 

Tkrir /oMng Jewels,} Aoootdhig to Iha WobM belief, serpents 
wear pfedovs jewels in their heads. 

C/ialra,} A discus, or quoit, the weapon of Vishnu. 

As Water bears to me.'] " HE, having willetl to produce yarious 
^piTiL's from his own divine substance, first with a thought created 
the waters, and placed in them a productive seed." — Afanu, Cb. I. 

Mournful brakb*] As a sign of monming, especially for the loss 
of their husbands, the Ilindustani women ooUect tbur long liatr 
into a biaidy called in Sanskrit vmk 

7%e Mmigo tMngJ\ We shall meet with several allnsions to this 
tiee aa the &T0uriie of Iiove and the darling of the Bess. 



CANTO THIRD. 

Who anpers thee, &c.^ To understand pi liy this speech of 
Kama, it is necessary to be acquainted with some of the Hindu 
notions reuJii Jiiig a future state. " The highest kind uf iiaj i iness 
is aljburptioa into the divine essence, or the return of tliat portion 
of spirit which is combined with tiie attribates of humanity to ita 
original source. This happiness, according to the philosopher, is to 
he obt^ed only by the most perfect ahetxaietion from tibe world 
and freedom fttmi passion, even while in a state of temstriai 

existence Besidss this ultimate felicity^ the Hindus have several 

minor degrees of happiness, amongst which is the enjoyment of 
IndraV Swaiga» or, in frwt» of a Mnhammadan Psndise. The 
degree and dnraUon of the pleasures of this pafadise are proportioned 
to the merita of those admitted to it ; and they who have eiyoyed 
this lofty region of Swaiga» bat whose virtue is exhausted^ revisit 
tlM habitation of mortala,"— Ftof. WOson's Mttffha B6$a, Compare 
also « The Lord's ^n^r^Speemau if Old Indian Poetry , pp. 67, 68. 

Indra,* therefore, may be supposed to feel jealous whenever a 
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human being aspires to something higher than that heaven of which 
he is the Lord. 

TIm ** chain of birth " alluded to is of course the metempsychosis, 
or transmigration of souls, a belief which is not to be looked upon 
(says Prof. Wilson in the preface to his edition of the ,Sdnkh(/a 
Kdrili'i') as a mere poj)ular superstition. It is the main piiiicii>le of 
all Hindu metaphysics ; it is the foundation of all Hindu philosopiiy. 
The great object of their philosophioJ research in every systrm, 
Brahminical or Buddhist, is tlie discovery of the means of putting 
a stop to further transmigration ; the discontinuance of corporeal 
being ; tlie liberation of soul from body. 

At on that SmaJse,'} Sesha, the Serpent King, is in the Hindu 
mythology the tapporter of the earth, tA, in one of the fictions of 
the£dda»-* 

gen-snake, tremendous cnrledi 
Wliose monstrous circle girds the worid." 
He is also the couch and canopy of the God Viahnu, or, as he is here 
called, Krishna, — that hero being one of his incarnations, and 
considered identical with the Deity himself. 

The threefold World,'\ Earth, Heaven, and HeU. 

His fearftd Bsti^ The nnfe of Kama, or Love. 

To wAers Kwm^ &c*] The demi-god Kuyeia was ngent of tiie 
North. 

Ni>rwaUed/orth6Maidm*9ioueh^2 Beferring to the HindA notion 
that the Asoka blossoms at the touch of a woman's foot. All 
poets believe thiB : Shelley sajv— 

I doubt not, the flowers of that garden sweet 
B^oioed in the soimd of her gentie feet." 

JSentiUve Pkmt, 

Chrouping the j^ttiftjst.] This comparison seems forced rather too 
far to suit a European taste. K^d6s is not satisfied with calling 
the Mango-spray the Arrow of Love ; he must tell us that its leaves 
are the feathers^ and that the bees have marked it with the owner^s 
name. 

<0seM/oio0r.] TheKamikta. 

^fowety TUdkaJ\ The name of a tree ; H also means a mark 
made with coloured earths or unguents upon the forshead and 
between the eyebiowfl^ either as an ornament or a seetarial distinc- 
tion ; the poet intends the word to convey both ideas at once here. 
In this passage is another comparison of Che Mango-spiby : it is 
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called the Hp of Loye ; its rou^e is the blusji of morning, and its 
darker beautifyinp^ powder the clustering bees. From Uie universal 
cvstom of dying the lips, tbe Sanakrit poeto «n oonitaiitly speaking 
of their vermeil tintty" &e.» as will be aufficienay eTident in the 
coQiae of this work. 

The Hermifs servant.'] By name Nandi. 

His neck of hrighXlff -beaming / An ancient legend tells us 
tliat after the Deluge the ocean \\ as churned by Gods and Demons, 
in order to recover the Amrit and other treasures that had been 
lost in it :— 

Then load and long a joyous sonnd 
' Bang thnnigh the ttarftlsdilty, — 
< Hail to the Amri^ loet and feond r 
A thcweend voioes cry. 

Bat from the wondrotis cbumiog liteamffid 

A poison fierce and dread, 
Burning like fire ; where'er it streamed • 

Thick noisome mists were fcjiread. 
The watitiiig veuom ouwardis went. 

And ined the WoiUa irflh iMT, 
Ifll Bialima to their miieiy bent 

Hii graeioni inljing ear ; 
And Km thoee deetniyiiig atraane 

Drank up at Brahma's beck. 
Still in thy throat the dark flood gleami^ 

God of the Azure neek i** 
Specimens of Old Indian Poetry— C^lbafulii^ Omoh. 
Oolet 9f§eim^ The eyee^ eara^ Ae. 



CANTO POUJEITH, 

LcAc, diniy and jc^less shall his rising beJ\ The Moon, in Hindu 
mythology, is a male deity. 

This line of bees,] Kama's bow is sometimes represented as strung 
in this extraordinary manner ; at others, the string is said to be 
formed of fibres of the lotus. 

One fooVs untinted.] " Staining tlie soles of the feet witli a le l 
colour, derived from the Mehndee,the Lac, die., is ft favourite practice 
of the Hindu toilet." — Wilson. 
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CANTO FIFTH. 

Jftd worn wWk mtmg m ker rotary,'] The Hindus use their 
iQwries much as we do, cuiying them in their hands or on their 
wrists. As they turn them oTer, tbey repeat an inaudible prayer, 
or the name of the particular Deity thej wofBhipvaBl^shnn or Siva. 
The BudrdJtsha mala (which we may suppose Uma to ha^e used) 
is a string of the seeds or berries of th«^ Eleocarpus, and especially 
de<Hcated to Siva. It f^liould contiiin iOV> !>crrics or br ad^?, each of 
which is fingered with the mental repetition of one of Siva's 106 
appellations. 

Net ker Kirtilceya, the God of War. 

Cftkmpoorbirdt.'] TIm CbakrafaldL These hirds are always 
obserred to fly in pairs during the day, but are soppoaed to remain 
sepaiafte during tiie night.** 

^HsadU^p soen i» gentk hooom dwell.'] 

** Amor in oor geatal ratio eVq^woide.*' 

Dante. 



CANTO SIXTH. 

TheHoaom^Damo,'] Anindhati» wife of one of the Seven Saints; 
she is considered the pattern of excellence, and is inTolced at the 
marriage ceremony by the Inid^groom. 

Tko Soar,'} An Avat&r, or incsmalicn of Vishnn. In this form 
he preserved the world at the Deloge* 

That thirsty bird.] Ilie Cliataka, ijupposed to drink nothing but 
rain-water. 

Proud AUikd,] The capital of Knvera» the God of Wealth. 

" The maid of India blest agun to hold 
la her broad lap the Champso'a leaves of gold." 

Lalla Booth, 

Ai^iras.] One of the Seven Saints ; the father of Vrihaspati» the 
teaeher of the gods. 
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Vast grem hit body.'\ Alluding to the Vamana, or Dwarf Avatar 
of Vishnu, wrought to restrain the pride of the Giant Bali, who had 

expelled the Gods fi-om Heaven. In that form he j)resented himself 
before the Ginnt, nnd aslcod him for tliree paces? of land to huild 
a hut. Bali ri lic\ile 1 and granted the request. The dwnrf iunne- 
diatel y grew to a prodigious size, so tliat he measured the eartli with 
one pace, and the heavens with another. 

'S'tMMni.] Another name of the sacred Moant Mem ; or rather 
the aame word, with good, prefixed. 



CANTO SEVENTH. 

Pura^s miqueror.'\ Pura, or Tripura, the name of a Demon 

destroyed by Siva. 

Kaildsa's side,'] A mountain, the fabulous residence of Kuvera, 
and favourite haunt of SiYa^ placed by the Hindus among the 
Ilimalayas. 

Kali came b^ind.'\ The name of one of the diyine Matrons. The 
word also signifies in Sanskrit a row or aaooeasion of clouds, 
suggesting the comparison which foUows. 

In twrfotd Umffvage^ In Sanskrit and Prakrit. The latter is a 
softened modification of the former, to which it bears the same 
relation as Italian to Latin ; it is spoken by the female characters of 
the Hindfi drama* 




H 



Digitized by Google 



COS (Momm) aha wtmam, 6kbat wmmn stkbet, 
UKCoui'a-iitM msifBs, 



■ 



Digitized by Google 



Digitiited by Google 



cme 

Bookbinding Co.. Inc. 
300 Summer Street 
Boston, Mast. 02210 



Digitized by Google 




,HE BORROWER WIUL BE CHARGER 

In OVERDUE FEE "F ^J^^.bRARY 
NOT RETURNED TO Ttic. ^^^^ 

ON OR BEFORE ^"Jn-RECE.PT OF 
STAMPED BEUOW. q^S NOT 

0^^«°,"^HE°rO "°«ER FROM 
EXEMPT THE o 
OVERDUE FEES. 

^^Tdener 

BOOK DUE 

lOtLLtO 



MN2 

cANoeuEi 



* ' • . 



BOOK] 




Digitized by Google 



